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Enttr Richard Duke of Cjloecjltr t folut> 

OW is the winter of difcontent. 

Made glorious fommer by this Sonne of Terke ; 
And all the eloudes that low’r vppnourhoufe. 
In the deepe bofome of the Ocean buried. 

Now are our browes bound with vi&oriu# wreathes. 

Oar bruifed armes hung vp for monuments. 

Our fierne alarums chang’d to merry meeting*. 

Our dreadfull marches to delightfull pleafures. 
Grim-rifagde war, hath fmoothd his wrinkled front. 

And now infted of mouncing barbed fteedes, 

To fright the foules offearefull aduerfaries, 

He capers nimbly in a Ladies chamber. 

To the laciuious pleafing of a Joue, 

But I that am not ftiarpe of fportiue trickes. 

Nor made to court an amorous looking Glaffe 
I that am rudely fiampt 5 and want loues maiefty, 

To ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph ; 

I that am curtaild ot this fairs proportion, 

Cheated ©ffeaturc by diflembliBg nature, 

Deform’d, vnfinifht Cent before my time 
Into this breathing world halfe made vp. 

And that fo lamely and vnfafhionable. 

That dogsbarke at me at l halt at them : 

Why I in this weake piping time of peace 
Haueno delight to pafl'e away the time, 

Vnleffe to fpic my tfiadow in the funne. 

And defcantonemincownedeformity : 

And therefore firscc I cannot prouealouer, 
Toentcrtaincfhefe fairc well ipoken dayes, 
lam determined to prouc a villainc. 

And hate the Idle pleafures of thefe dayes .• 

Plots haue I layd,indmSions dangerous, 

A ? 
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By drunken prophcfies libels and dreamer! 

To fee my brother Clarence and the King, 

In deadly hate the one againff the other, 

And if King Edvard be as F rue and iuft 

As lam fubctle, faifcand trecherous.- 

This day Chou Id Clarence clofely b?e naewd vp. 

About a prophefie which fa.yes.thac G. 

Of Edward/ heires t he mnrcbrrer fhall be. 

Diue thoughts downe to my foule, Enter Clarence with 
Heefe fildftHCe' cdtiiet; 1 a Guardof men. 

Brother, good da yes, what mcane tbis armed guard ! 

That waits Vperi your grace r 

Cla. His inaiefty tendring my perfons fafety.hath appointed 
This conduct toconuey me to the Tower. 

Glo. Vporr vVhaf caufc ? 

Q a, Bccaufe my nanic is Cj Urge-, 

Glo. Alacke my Lord, that fault is none of yours. 

He fhould for that commit your god fathers : 

O belike his maiefty hath feme intent 
That you (hall be new cbtiftned in the tower. 

But what is the matter CtateHce,xray 1 know ? 

Cla. Yea Richard when I doe know, tor 1 proteft 
As yet I doe not, but as I can learne, 

He h'erkens jfttr ptophefies and dreames, 

And from the eroffe-tbw plucktsihc letter G, 

And layes a wizard told hint that by G,v 
Hisiffucdifinherited fhouldbc. 

And for my name of begins with G, 

It followes in his thought that I am he-, 

Thefe as I learne and fuch like toyes as thefe, 

Haue moued his highneffe to commit me now. 

Glo. Why this it is when men are ruld? by women, 

Tis not the King that lends you to the Tower, 

My Lady Gray his wi (c,Clarence tis flic 
That tempts him to this extreanaity. 

Was it no: (he and that good nran ot worfhip 
Anthony Woodttile her brother there. 

That made him fond Lord Haflings to the tower. 

From w hence this prt tent day he is deliuered? 

We are not fafe Clarence yre arc not fa% 
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' Cl/.ty heauen I thinke therels no man fecur J d 
But the queenes kindred.and night walking heralds 
that truge betweere the King and M ftris Shore : 

Heard you not what an humble fuppliant 
Lord Haft mgs was to her for hisdeliuery ? 

Glo. Humbly compl&yning to her Deity, 

Got my Lord Chamberlainc his libetty. 

He tell you what , I thinke it were our way. 

If we will keepe in fauour with the King, 

T o bee her men and were her liuery. 

The icalous ore-wome widdow and her lelft, 

Since that our brother dubd them Gentlewomen, 

Are mighty geflips in this monarchy. 

B ro. I belcech your graces both to pardon me ? 

His maiefly hatb ftraightly giuen in charge. 

That no man fhall haue priuate conference. 

Of what degreee foeuer with his brother. 

Glo. Euen fo and pleafe yotir worfliip Brokenhnrj t 
Yoju may pertake of any thing wee fay : 

We fpcake n® trealontnan,we fay the King 
Is wife and. veriuous and the noble Queene 
Well tWkein yeares,faircand not iealous. 

We fay that Shores wife hath a pretty foote, 

A chery lip, a bonny eye , a paffing pleafiag tongue : 

And that the Queenes kindled arc made gentle folkes : 
How fay you fir, can you deny all this ? 

Bro, With this(My Lord) my felfehath nought to do. 
Glo. Nought to do with Miftris Shore, I tell tl.ee fellow. 
He thatdoth nought with her excepting one, 

Were beft he doit ftcretly alone, 

Bro. What one my Lord? ) ? -s 

Glo. Her husband knaue,wouldft thou betray me ? 

I befeech your Grace to pardon me , and withallfor 
Your conference with the noble Duke. (J 

Cla. we know thy charge will obey, 

Clo. We are the Queenes Abiedfs and rauii obey. 

Brother farewell I will rnto the King, 

And whatfoener you will imploy me in. 

Were it to call King Edwards window fifler, 

A 3 






I will pcrformc St to infranchife you, 

Meane time this deepe difgrace in brother hood, ' 

Touches me deeper then you can imagine. 

Cla. I know it pleafe h neither of vs well. 

Glo. Wtll your imprisonment (hall not belong. 

1 will deliucr you, or lie for you, 

Meane time hauc patience. 

Cl a. I muft perforce , farewell. Exit CU. 

Glo. Go tread the path, that thou (bde nere returne. 
Simple plaine Clarence, Idoclouc theefo, 

That I will fhortly fend thy foule to heauen. 

If heauen will take the prcient at our hands. 

But who comes heere the new deltucred Haftings. 

Enter Lord Hafttngt. 

Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord, 
glo. As much vnto my good Lord Chamberlain* : 

Well, are you Wellcome to this open aire, 

How hath your Lordfliip brookt imprifonment ? 

Haft . with patience (noble Lord) as prifoners muft t 
But I (ball liuc my Lord to giue them thanks, 

That were the caufe ofmy imprifonment. 

glo. No doubt, no doubt, and fo (hall Clarence too* 
Forthey thatwere your enemyes,arehis, 

And haue preuaild as much on him as you. 

Haiti More pitty that the Egte lhould be mewed 
While Kites and Buzzards prey at liberty. 

Glo. What newes abroad. 

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad, as this at home : 

The King 13 fickly weakc and melancholly, 

And his Phifitians feare him mightily. 

Glo. now by faintTWthis newes is bad indeed, 

Oh he hath kept on ill diet long, 

^nd oucr much confumed his royall perfon, 

Tis very gricuous to be thoughtvpon. 

What is he in his bed ? 

Haft. He is. * xj.lt 

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you, Exit 

He cannot Hue I hope, and muft not die 

TUI George be packt with poft horfe vp to heauen: 

He is to vrge his hatred more to Clarence, 
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With lies wellfteeld with weightic arguments, 

^nd if I failenotinmy deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to hue : 

Which done God take King Edward to his mercy, 
And leaue the world for me to buficll in , 

For then lie marry Warwicks youngeft daughter, 
Whac thong h 1 kill her husband and her father, 

The redieft way to make the wench amends, 

Is to become her husband and her father: 

The which will I not all fo much for loue, 
e//$ for another fecret dofe intent. 

By marring her which I muft reach ynto. 

But yet I run before uiy horfe to market : 

Clarence ftill foxetfibward ftill raignes, 

When they are gone then mufti count my gaines 
Enter Lady Anne, with the herfe of Henry the ftxt. 
Lady. Set downe, fet dow nc,y out honorable Lord . 

If honor may be (hrowded in a hearfe, 

Whil’ft I a while obfequioufly lament 
The vntimely fall of verruous Lancafter, 
poere key- cold figure of a holy King, 
Paleafhesoftheboulcof Lancafter, 

Thou bloudlcfle remnant of that royall bloud. 

Be it lawfull that I inuecatc thy Ghoft, 

To hcare the lamentition* of poore Anne , 

Wife to thy Edward, to thy ftaughceicd (onne, 

Stabd by the fclfe fame hands that made thefe holes 
Loein thofe windowes that let forth thy life, 

I poure the helpelefTe blame of my poore eyes, 

Curft be the hand that made the fatall holes, 

Curft be the heart, that had the heart to doe it, 

More direfull hap betide that bated wretch. 

That makes vs wretched by the death of thee : 

Then I can wifh to Adders, fpidcrs>toads, 

Or any creeping venomde thing that liues. 

Ifeuer he haue child, abortiue be it. 

Prodigious and vntimely brought to light; 

Whoft vgly and ynnaturall afpcdl 
Itayfrigbt ths hopeful! mother at the view*. 
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If, eiser lie haue wife let her be mad , 

A s miferable by the death of him, 

As I am made by trty poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Chertley with your holy load 
T aken from Patties to be interred there : 

And ftil! as you are weary of the waight. 

Reft you whiles I lament King Henries coarfe. 

Enter Gloctfler. 

glo, Stay you tbatbeare the coarfe, and let itdowne, 
la. What blacke Migitian.coniures vp this fiend 

To flop deuoted charitable deeds ? 

Glo. Villainc,fet downcthe coarfe or by Saint P**/, 
lie make a coarfe oFhim that difobeyes ? 

Gen. Stand backe and Let the coffin palfc, 

Glo. Vmmnner’d dog, Band thou whenl command/ 
Aduance thy halbert higherthea thy breft, 

Or by Saint P<»w/ilc Alike thee to my fobte. 

And fpurnevpon thcebegger for thyboldnes. 

L a. What do you tremble, are you all afraid ? 

Alas, I blame you not for you are mortall, 

And mortal 1 eyes cannot endur e the Diucll . « 

A uant thou fearefull minifler of hell. 

Thou hadft but power ouer his mortall body. 

His foule thou canll not baue therefore be gone, 

Glo. Sweet Saint for charity,bee not fo curft. 

La. Foule diucll, for Gods fake hence and trouble 
For thou haft made the happy earth thy hell : 

Fil’d it with curfing cries and deepe cxclaimes, 

If thou delight to vew thy hanious deeds, 

Behold this patterne of thy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee, fee dead henries wounds. 

Open their TOpgeal’d mouths and bleed afrefh, 

Bfufh, blufh, thou lumpe of foule deformity. 

For tis thy prefence that exhals this blood, 1 " 

From cold and emptie Tcynes where no bloud dwels, 

Thy deed inhumane antfvnnatutall, J ' i 
Proqokes this deiilge mbft vnuaturall, ‘ . 

OhOod, which this b loud mad’ft, reuenge nis death : 

Oh earth which this bloud drinklft, reuenge hft death : . 
Either hc-aucn with lightning ftrike the rautthefes dea 
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Or earth gape open wide, and cate him quicke, 

As thou didft fwallow vp this good Kings blood, 

Which his Hell-gouernd armehath butchered. 

Glo. Lady, you know no rule ot charity, 

Which render good for bad , bleflings for curfes. 

La. Villanne, thou bnowft no law of God, nor man: 

No beaft fo fierac, but knowes feme touch of pictie, 

Glo But I know none, and therefore am no beaft. 

La. O h wonderfull when dcuils tell the truth, 

Glo , More wonderfull when Angels are fo angry, 
Vouchfafe deuine perfection of a woman. 

Of thefe fuppofed euils togiue me leauc, 

By circumftancc but to acquit my fclfe. 

La. vouchfafe defufed infe&ion of a man. 

For thfe knowne euils but to giuome leaue, 

By circumftanee to curfe thy cutfed felfe. 

Glo. Eaircrthen tongue can name thee, let me hau« 
Some patient leafure to excufe my felfe. 

La. Fouler then heart can thinke thee, thoucanftmake 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfe. 

Glo. By fuch difpaire I fhould accufe my felfe. 

La. Andbydifparingfbouldftthou ftandexcufde. 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe. 

Which didft, vnworthy flaughter vpon others. 

Glo. Say that I flew them not. 

La. Why then they are not dead : 

But dead they are and diuelifh flaue by thee. 

Glo, I did not kill your husband. 

La. Why then he is aliuc. 

Glo. Nay he is dead and flainc by Edwards hand. 

La. In thy foule throat thou lieft. Queene Jlfargret few 
Thy bloody faulchion (mocking in his blood? ' 

The which thou once didft bend again ft her breft, 

But that my brother beat afli lc the poynt. 

Glo. I was prouoketi by het flandcrous tongue 
Whichlaidher guilt vponmy guiklefle flioulders. 

La. Thou waft prouoked by thy bloody minde. 

Which neuer dreamt on ought : but butcheryes : 

Didft thou not kui this King } Glo. I grant y cei 
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The Trtgedte 
La, Doeft graunt me hedgehog , tKcn God grant me too 

Thou maieft be damned for that wicked dccdc. 

Oh he was gentle, milde, and verruous. 

qio. The fitterfor the King ofHeauen that hath him. 

La. He is in heauen, where thou (halt ncuer come. 

Glo. Let him thanke me that holpe to fend him thither. 

For he was fitcer for that place then earth. 

La. And thou vnfit for anyplace but hell. 

Glo. Yes one place elfe, ifyou will heare me name it. 
La. Some Dungeon. Glo. Your bed-chamber. 

La. HI reft'bct'ide the chamber where thou lieft. 

Glo. So will it Maddam till 1 lie with you* 

\ La. Ihope fo. 

Glo. I knowfo, but gentle Lady Anne, 

To leaue this kind incounter of your wits, 

And fall fomewhat into a flower methode : 

Is not the cauferof the time-leffe deaths, 

Of thefe Plantagenets, Henry and Sdvrard, 

As blamefull as the executioner ? 

La. Thou arc the caule, andmoft accurfteffe£h 
Git. Yourbeauty was the caule of thateffedl. 

Your beauty which did haunt me in my fleepe, 

To vndertake the death of all the world. 

So I might reft that houre in your fweete bolbme; 

La. If I thought that, I tefi thee homicide, 

Thefe nailes fhould rend that beauty from their cheekes. 

Gib. Thefe eyes could ncuer endure fweetc beauties W rack, 
You fhould not blemifh theta if I flood by: 

As al the world is cleared by the Sunne, 

So I by that, it is my day, my life. 

La. Blacke night ouerfhad thy day, and death thy life- 
Glo.CacCe not thy fclfe faire creature, thou art both. 
La. I would I were to be rcuetiged on thee. 

Glo. It is a quarrel! moft vnnaturall, 

To be reuenged on him that loueth you . 

La It is a quarrell iuft and reasonable, 

To be reuenged on him that flew my Husband, 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husbands 

• Did it to helpe thee to a better husband. 

...... • .- '-*• 
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La. His better doth not brea> h v pon the earth. 

Glo. Go too, he liues that loues you better then he could. 

La. Name him Glo, Piantagenet. 

L a. W hy w hat was hee ? 

Glo. The fclfefame namebut one of better nature, 

La. Where is hee ? 

(?/<?. Hccre. Shoe ffitteth at him. 

^hy doeftfpitat me? 

La. Would it wcremortall ppyfonfor thy fake. 

CyVo.Neuer came poyfon from fo fweete a place- 

La. Neuerhung poylon on a fowler toadc. 

Out of my fight thou doeft infe&my eyes. 

Glo. thine eyes fweete Lady haue infedfed mine, 

La. Would they were Bafiljskes to flrike thee dead. 

Glo A would they, were, that I might die at once, 

For now they kill me with a liuing death : 

Thofeeyes of thine ,from mine haucdrawnclalt teares. 
Shamed their afpe£l with ftore ofchildifh drops, 

I ncuer fued to triads nor enemy, 

My tongue could neuer learne fweete fmoothing words. 

But now thy beauty is propofdemy fee; 

My proud heart lues, and prompts my tongue to fpeake, 
Teach no:my lips fuch fcorne,for they vyevemade 
fo; killing ; Lady pot for fuch contempt. 

If thy reuengefuU heart cannot for giue, 

Loc here I lend thee this fharpe poypted iwerd, 

Which if you pleafe to hide in this true bofome. 

And let the foule forth that adorneth thee : 

I hy it naked to thy deadly ftroake : 

And humbly beg the death vpon my knee. 

Nay,doc not payyfe,tvvas Ithatkildyour husband. 

But twas thy beauty that prouoked me : 

Nay now difpatch, twas I that kild king Henry, 

But twas thy heauenly face that fee me op : Herejhg id* 

Takevpthefwordagaine,ortakevpme. fa&thefmrd. 

La. Atifc diffembler, though I wiftuhy death, 

I will not be the executioner. 

Glo. Then bid me kill my felfe, and I will doe it. . 

La. I haue alrcadie. 

B 2 Qh 
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tf/o. Toffi, that wts in the rage •• 

Speake it a gaine, and cucn vwich the word, 

That hand which for thy Loue did kill thy LoUf, < 

Shall for thy loue, killafarreirucrloue. 

To both their deaths thou fhak bcaoccflaryo 
La. I would know thy heart. 

Glo, Tis figured in my tongue. 

La. I feat e ; ne both are falfe. 

Glo. Thenneuer man was true. 

La. Well/. : put vp your fword. 

Glo. Say th r m / peace is made, 

L *. That ii:-- J you know hereafter. 

Glo. But I Asi?)l ? !> :einhopc. 

La. All men 1 hope Hue fo. 

Glo. Vouchfafe toweare this ting. 

La. Totakeisnottogiue. , 

Glo Looke how this ring incompaffeth thy t»ng«Ca 
Euen fo thy breft inclofeth my poore heart. 

Were both of them for both ofthena arc thine. 

And if thy poore fupplyant may 

But beg one fauour at thy gracious hand. 

Thou doeft confirme his happineffc forcuer.- 
La. What isit? 

Glo. That it would pleafe thee leaue theie fad dengue* 
To him thar hath more caufe to be a mourner, 

A prefendy repaire to Crosbeplace, 

Whereafter T hauc folcmndy enterred 
At Chertfie Monaftery this noble King, 

And wet his graue with my repentant teares, 

I will with all expedient dude fee you ; 

For diuers vnknewne reafons, I bcfccch you 
Grant me this boone. 

La. with all my heart, and much it ioyes me toe, 

To fee you are become fo penitent : 

TrtfiH and Bartly^pz a long With me. 
qio. Bid me farewell. 

La. Tis more then you defeme .* 

But fince you teach mo how to flatteryou* 

Imagine I hauc fayd .farewell alrcadic f xtt * ^ 












Gh. Sirs, take vp the courfe, *** 

Str. Towards Chertfie noble Lord ? 

Glo. No to white Fryers there atcend my comming j 
Was euer woman in this humour woed ? Exant Monti GU, 
Was euer woman in this humourwonne ? 

He haue her, but I will not keepe her long. 

What I haue kild her husband and her father, J. 

To take her in her hearts extreameft heate s 
With cutfis in her mouth teares in her eyes. 

The bleeding wuneffe of her hatred bys . 

Hauing God, her confidence, and theie barl'cs againft tne ; 
And I nothing to backe my futc withall 
But the plaine Diuel and diflcmbling lookes, 

Andyec towinher*all the world is nothing? Hah? 

Hath Ihec forgot already that biauePtince 
Edward, her Lord, Whom I fome three moneths fince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Tewxiarjt 
A Tweeter and louelier gentleman, 

Framdin the prodigality ©f nature.* 

Yong.valiant, wife, and no doubt right royal!, 

Thefpacious world cannot againc affoord. 

And will Ihc yet debace her eyes on me. 

That cropt > he golden prime of this fweet Prince, 

And made her widdow to a woeful! bed ? 

On me, whofeall not equals Edwards moity. 

On me that halt, and atn vnlhapen thus ? 

My Dukedome to be a beggcrly denier, 

I doe miftake iny perfon all this while. 

Ypon my life Ihee finds although I cantidt 
My felfe, to be a mar ualous proper man, 
lie be at charges for a Looking-glafle, 

And entertaine fomefeore or two of tailors 
To fludie falhi ns to adorne my body, 

Since I am crept in fauour with my lelfe, 

I will maintaine it with a little coft. 

But firft ile turtle yon fellow in his graue. 

And then teturne lamenting to my loue. 

Shine out faire funne, till I haue bought a glaffe 

That I may lee ray ftiado w as I pafle. * Exit. 

® i Eatar 
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Enter QhM*, Lord Rmers and Gray ,, /Q 
Hi. Haue patience Maddam , thcrs no doubt his njaiefty, ' 

WillToone tccouer h.s accuftoroed health. 

Gray in that you brooke it ill, tt makes him worfc, 
Therefore tor Gods fake entertaine good comfort, 
and chearc his grace with quicke and merry words, 

Qu. If he wcre'dcad what ilioujd betide ofme ? 

Ri, No other harme but Ioffe of fuch a-Lord. 

Qu. The lofle ot fuch a Lord includes all harme. 

Gray. The heauens haue blcft you with a goodly fonne. 

To be.your comforter when he is gone. 

Qu. Oh he is yong, and his minority , -ai ..VI 

Is put in the truft oilRJsh. Gl9^ cc ^ cr > 

A man that loues not me , nor none ofyou. 

It is concluded he Ml ^P rotc ^ ot? 

Qu. It is determined , not concluded yet, v 

Butfo ic mu ft be if the Kingmifcarry, Enter Buck-Darty 
Gr. Here comes the Lords of Buckingham and Darby 
’ Buc. Good time ofday vnto your royall .grace. : 

Dar. God make :: your_maiefty loyfhll as you haue bene. £ 

Qu. The Countcffe Richtngndg ood my Lord ofT ary. 
Toyourgood prayers-wtUfcarix fay , amen.-. _ r p r Zbtr’a’A •, 

Yet ‘Darbj, nor withftanding fnecs your wife, 

And loucs not me, be you g ,od Lord allured _ 

I hate notyou for herprpudarrpgiiirijC. n, , ; , v ,ema0 

Dar. I bcfe< ckycju; .cither tiptbplfgue oti’r.0 

The enuious flandeis of her accufers, jW . ■ 

Or if fhe be accufed in tru? report, ........ ... ...» . ; ;f) aobt 

Beare with her weakencfic,whicb I thipke proceeds . . - 
From wayward fickr.cffe.and no giounfkd malice. ;f ; ; y. 
Ri. Saw you the King to day my Lord Darby} d 
Dar. But now the Duke of Buckingham^ I. 
Camefrorp vifiting his Myieftie. 

jp«. What likelihood of his amendment Lords . 

Buc. Madam, good hope, his grace fpcakes cheat,; 
Qu. God graunt him health, did you confer wi ■ 

Buc. Madam we did, He defires to make attone 
Betwixt the Duke of Gleceftcr and your brothers, 

And betvyixt them and my. Lord Chamberlatne, ^ 




^■Richard the Third. 

And fenttowamethemofbis royal! prefence. 

» Qu. Would all were well ,but that will neuer be, 

I feare our kappineffc is at the higheft. Enter Gletefier « 

<?/<»♦ They doe me wrong and I will not endureits 
Who are they that complains vnto the King ? 

That I ferfootham fternc louc rhem not : 

By holy Paul they louc his grace; but lightly 
That fill his cares with fuch difiendous rumours • 

Becaufe I cannot flatter and ipeake faire. 

Smile in mens faces fmooth decciue and cog 
Duckc with Frenfti nods,and apifh courtcfie, 
Imuftbeheldarankerousencmie. \ :f,! J 

Cannot oplairie man line and chhikc no harme, . ' . 

But thus infimple truth muft be abufdc ' r '~ ' 

Byfilkenflieinhnuating lackcs? 

Ri. To home in this prefence fpeakes your grace. 

Glo. Totheethat'hath no Honefiy nor grace. 

When I haue injured thee, when done thee wrong. 

Or thee, or thee, or any ofyour Fa&ion ? **' • 

A plague vpon you all. His royall perion 
(WhomeGodprcferue better then you can wifh j 
Cannot be quiet fearce a breathing while, 

But you mart trouble him. with lewd complaints, 
^.Brother of G lector, you miftake the matter * 

The King of his owncrbyall difpofition, 

-^nd not prouokt by any iutep die, 

^yming belike a; your interiouThatred, 

Which in your outward a&ions fhewes’it felfe 
Againft my kindred, brother, and my felfe „• ’ 

Makes him to fend that whereby wee may father 
The ground of your ill will, and to remoue it. 

Glo. I cannot tell, the world is grownefo bad 

That j»Mjr way prey where eagles dare not pearch’ 

Since euery Iacke became a Gentleman ’ 

There s many a gentle perfon made a Iacke 

Come, come wc know your meaning brother Gleth v 

You enuie mine aduancementand my friends ' 

God gram we.neuer may haue needeofyom 

J Mcanc tlme > God £ ra « M we haue needs of you. 
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©ur brother is imprifonedbv your meaner 
My feltcdifgraced,aud the Nobility 
Held in contempt, whilft many fairc promotions 
Are dayly giuen to enoble thofe 
That fcarle (bme two dayes fince were worth a noble* 
Q*. By him that raifilc me to this earefull height, 
Fromchat contented bap which Icnioyd, 

I neuer did mfcnfc his Maiefty 
Againft the D uke of Clarence, but haue bcenc 
An earner! aduo;ate toplcade for him* 

My lord, you doe me fliamcfull iniury f 
Falfely to draw mein,fuch Vilcfufpcft '* 

Glo . Vou may deny that you were not the caufe, 

Of my Lord Haftings lace imprifonment# 

She may my Lord, 

Glo . She may,L.^/«^i f why who knowes not lo? 

She may do more fir then denying that : 

She may Lclpe you to many preferments. 

And then deny her aydi 'g hand therein, 

And lay thofe honours on yonrhigh defects# 

What may fhe not ? (Tie may, yea marry may (h?o 
Rtf** What marry may fhc ? 

Gloo What marry may fhe ? marry with a King 
A bitche!er,a handfomc tripling too. 

Ivvisycur Grandam had a workr match. 

Qu. My L. of Giocefter, I haue to long borne 
Your blunt vpbraidings, and your bitter lcoffes 
By heauen I will acquaint hi* Maiefly, 

With thofe grofle taunts I often haue endured* 

J had rather be a country feruant maid, 

Tften a Queenc with this condition, . 

To be thus taunted/cotne d, and baited at, JLnUr 
Small ioy haue I in being England* Queene. < M* Y W' 

Q, Mar . And lefncd be that fmall, God I beleech t ? j 
Thy honour, fiate, and feat is due to me. 

glo ♦ What ? threat you me with telling the King ? 
Tel) him and fparc not looke what I fayd, 

3 will auoch in prtfence ofthe King : 

Tis time to fpeakc , when paiues are quite forgot- 
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yj ivn-uaiu uTiT-J Wf«, — 

Ou Mar. Oat diuel, I remember them too well, 
taJ fleweft my husband Henry in the Tower, 

.nd Edward my poorc fonne at Tewxburte. - 

Glo. Ere you were Qaeene yea or your husband King, 
I was a pack-horfe in his great affaires, 

A weederout of his proud aduerfaries, 

A libcrall rewarder of his friends •• 

To royallize his blood I fpilc mine owne. 

Qtt.ljMar. Yea, and much betcer biood, then his or thine 
Glo. In all which time, you and your husband Gray, 
Were fa&ious for the houfe of Lankafler : 

And Rmrs, fo were you. Was not your husband 
In CMargrets battaile at Saint Albons (lainea 
Let me put in your mind, if yours forget, 

What you haue beene ere now, and what you are: 

Withall, what I haue beene, and what 1 am. 

Qa. Mar. A muitherous villaine, and fo Ml thou art. 
Glo. Pooic Clarence did fovfake his Father Wanvicke, 
Yea and forfworehimfeife (which lefu pardon ) 

Qu.Mar . Which God rcuenge. 

Glo. To fi 6 hc on "Edwards party for the crowne. 

And for his meedc ( poore Lord,) hee is mewed vp ? 

I would to God my heart were flint like Edwards , 

Or Edwards foft and piccy full like mine, 

I am .00 childifh foolifh for this world. 

Qu Mar. H ie thee to hell for fhame, and leaue the world. 
Thou (^acodcemon, there thy kingdome is. 

Rt My Lord-of Gloccfler in thofe bufie dayes, 

Which here you vt ge to proue vs enemies. 

We follow then our Lord, our lawfull King, 

So fliould we now if you (hould be our King; 

Glo. Iflfhould be? I had rather beapcdlar, 

Farre be it from my heart the thought of it, 

Qrs Mar As little ioy (my Lord) as you (uppofe 
You fhou d cnioy, wereyou this countries King „ 

As littte ioy may you fuppofe in me. 

That Ienv y, being the Queene thereof, i- 

A 1 ittle ioy enioyes the Q_tieene thereof. 

For I am fh?,and altogether loylcffe: 

C I caa 



lean no longer held me patient. 

Heare me you wrangling pirate* that fall out, 

I (baking out that which you haue pild fro.n me.- 
Which of you trembles not that looke on me? 

If not, that l being tie, you bow Jikc fubiedh 

Yctthatbyyou dilpofd, you quake like rcabeis: * 

O gentile villaine, doe not turne away. 

O/o Foule wrinkled, witch, what makrt thou in my ? 
Qa^Ma. But repititicn of what thou haft mard * 
That will I make, before I let thee goc; 

A husband and a fonne thou oweft vnto me. 

And thou akingdome, all of you ifleagcnce : 

Theforrow that I haue by right is yours, 

And all thepltafure you vfurpe , is mine. 

gio. The curie rny noble father layd one thee. 

When thou did ft crowne his warlike browes with paper 
And with thy fcorne drewft riuer* from his eyes, * * 

And then to drie them.gau’ft the duke a clout 1 * 

Steeptin the blood of pritey Rutland : 
lis enrfesrhen from bitterneffe of foule, 

)enounc’d againft thee , are fallen vpon thee, 
nd God, not we, hath plagnde thy bloodie deed, 

Qa. SoiuftisGodto right the innocenr. 

Haft. O twas the fonlcft deed to flay that babe, 
nd the mod mercileflc that et:cr was heard of. ' 

Ri. Tyrants themfeiues wept when it was reported, 
Dorf. No man but prophefied reuenge for it. 

Buc Tslortbutr.berUnd then prefent, wept to fee it. 
Qu.CMa. What? were you fnarling alLfcfore I came, 
? *dy to each each other by the throat, 
nd turae you now your hatred now one me? 
id Yorkes dread curie preuailefomuch withheauen, 
sat Henries death my loueiy Edwards death, 

•leir kingdomes loft my woefull bamftiment, 
imld all but anfwerefor that peeujfh brat ? 
in curfes pearce the clouds, and enter heatten ; 
hy then giue way dull clouds to my quicke curfes : 
not by warre, by furfet die your King. 

J ours by murder to make him a King. 

Edwtrd 



'of :0.c';ur J Ws Third. 

Edward my fonnc.v.hich now is prince of Wales', 

For Edward my fon,which was a Prince of Wales, 

Die in his youth by like vntimely violences. 

Thy felfe a Queene.for me that was a Quecne, 

Outliue thy glory, like my wretched felfe.’ 

Long maift thou liue to waile thy children* Ioffe, 

And fee another, as I fee thee now 
Deckt in thy glory ,as thou arc ftald in mine.* 

Long die thy happy dayes before thydcach, 

^nd after many lengthened houres of griefe. 

Die neither mother, wife, nor En glands Queene, 

Rtrnrs and Dorfet (, you were (landers by, 

And fo was thou Lord Hayings , when my (bone 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him. 

That none of you may liue your naturall age. 

But by fome vnlookt accident cut off. 

Glo. Haue done thy charme thou hatcfull withered bag^ 

QtUULa.And leaue cut thee?ftay dog,for thou (halt heara 
Ifhcauenhaueanygrecuousplagucinftore, (m e. 

Exceeding thofe that I can wifli vpon thee ; 

O let them keepe it till thy finne $ be ripe, 

_^nd then hutle downe their indignation 
On thee the troubler of the poorc worlds peace .* 

The wormc of confcicnce ftill begnaw thy foule. 

Thy friends fufpe& for tray tors whilft thou hueft, 

And take deepc traytors for thy deareft friends, 

Noflrepe elefe vpthc deadly eyes of thine, 

V nleffe it be whilft lome tormenting dreame 
Affrights thee, with a hell of vgly diuels. 

Thou eluifh markt,abortiuc rooting bog, 

Thcutba: waft feald in thy natiuicie 
The flaue of nature,and the fonne of hell. 

Thou flaundcr of thy mothers heauy womb. 

Thou loathed iflue of thy fathers loynes, 

Thou rag of honeu r, thou deteftcd,&c. 

Glo. Cfldargret, 

Qu. M*. %chard. Glo. Ha. 

Qj*. M<. I call the not. 

Glo. Then I cry thee mercy : for I had thought 

C 2 Thou 




* 1?ou^aflca]d meallchcfe bitter names 

Qji*M*r. Why To I did.but look: for no rc r !y » 

O let roe make the period to my curie. 

Glo J s done. by me and <ncfs by c JWargrct. 

Thus haue you breathed your eutfe againft your felfe, 

Qu Poore painted Queene, vaineflourifliofmyfbr. 
Wny rtrcwft thou ;ugar one that botled fpider, tu nc . 
Whofe deadly web in/nareth thee about ? 

Foole foole thop. wbsrtt a knife to kill thy felfe, 

The time will come when thou (halt wifh for me, 

T o helpe thee curfe that poifoned bunch backt coade, 

Haft- Falfc hotting woman , end thy frai-tick cunc, 
LeiH to thy harme thou monc our patience. .. * 

Q*. Foule ilj&ine vpon y >u, you haue aK mow d mine, 
ifir. Were you wcllfe* tfd you would be taught your duty. r 
Qu.Ma* loferu- me well, you Jhould doc me duty^ 
Teach mee to bee your Qucene, and you myfubic&s; 
Obferue me w ell and teach your fellies that dutie. 

Derf. Difpu.ce opt yv ith her file is Iim3tiquc. 

Qa.Ma Peace mafter Marque {Te, you arc malapert, 

Your fire- new fjompe of honour i$ fcarcc cur, rant ; 

O that your young nobility could fudge. 

What i were to Icofe it and be nnfciabk ? 

They that ttand highy haue many blafls to fhakethem, 
Andifthcyfallthrydafiiihcmtopeeccs, v 

Glo . Good counlell mairy, learne icjcatne it Marques, 
Dorf. It touchetb youf my Lord) as much as me. 

Glo. Yea,and much more, but I was borne fbhgh, 

Our aiery buildeth in the Cedars t op, 

And dallies with the vyuide,and fcomes the funne. 

QjuMa. vtfndturucsthe Sunneto flude, alas, alas, 

Witnes my funne now in the fhade of death, 

Whofe bright ou.fhi»dng bcames, thy cloudy wrath. 

Hath in e. email daikencfle fouldcd vp 
Your aiery buildeth in our aaries neaft. 

O God that feed it, doe not fuffer it*- 
As it was won with blood, loft be it fo. 

Bttck^ Haue done tor fhame , if sot for charity. 

Qh. M .Vrge neither charity nor fhame to me, ^ 

•> * 
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^ ^Richard the Third. 

Yncharitab’y with me hsuc you dealt, 

^ndfharr efully by you my hopes arebutchcred, 

My charity is outrage, life my fhame, 

AvA in my fhame fhali hue my lorrowcs rage. 
a Buck: Haue done. 

Q. Mar. O princely 'Buckingham^ I will kiffc thy hand. 
In fgne of league and amity with the*: 

Now faire befall thee and thy Princely houfe, 

Thy oaimcnts are not fpotted with our blood, 

Nor ihou within the compaffe of my curfe. 

Buck* Nor none heereforcurfcsncuerpaflc 
The lips ofthem that breath them in the airc. 

Off. Mar He not belecue but they aflend theskic s 
And r-here awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

O Buckingham beware of yonder dog; 

Locke when be faunes he bites, and when he bites, 

His verome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue notes doe with him, beware of him .« 

5inne, death, arid hell hauefet their markes on him. 

Ar.d all their mimfters attend on bkn. . 

Glo. What doth fhe fay my Lord of Buckingham} 

Buck, Nothing that I rcfoedl my gratious Lord. 

QuMar. What dotft thou fcorne mefor my gentle coun- 
A\A footh the din ell that I warne thee from *? ffcll, 

Olmfrmrmbcr this another day, 

When he fhali fplic thy very heart with forrow, 
fay poor eMargret was a ProphetefTe 
Line each ofydu^he fnbic&ofhis hate, 
y^.’idhc to you, an 1 all ofyeuro Gods. Exit* 

Haft, My haire doth ftand an end to heereher curfes. 

%jh . An d fo doth mine, I wonder dices at liberty ? 

Glo* I cannot blame hef by Gods holy mother^ 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part rhereof that I haue done. 

Hafi. I ncuer did her any to my knowledge* 
t Glo . But you haue all the vantage of this wrong, 

I was coo hoc to doe fome body good, 

That 13 to cold in thi king one it now : 

Marry as fur Clarenc^ hee is well rcpayd 5 

c 3. 



Hee 




VPMHPPPB Wv 

He is frank c vp to fatting for his panics, 

God pardon them that are the caufj of it, 

^vatdous apdChriftUn like cone! ution, 

To pray for them that haue donefcach to vs. 

Clo Sodocleucr being weiladuifed, 

Forbad I curft, now I had curft my lelfc, 

C* r f- M add am his Maicfty doth call for you : 
c^/nd for your noo!e grace and you my Lord. 

Qtt. wecome, Lords will you goe with vs; 

R*- Maddam wc will attend your grace. Exunt Ma< G!t, 
Glo . I doe thee wrong, and firft began to braul, 

The iecret mifehiefe that I fet abroach, 

I lay vneo the greevious charge of others : 

Clarence, whome I iudeede hauc laid in darkeneffe : 

I doebcwcepe to many fimplegull-s 
Namely toHaftings,Darby Buckingham, 
jin d fay ic is the Quecnc,and her allies. 

That fiirre the K. againft the Duke my brother* 

Now they belecuc mc,and withall wee me 
To bee rcuengedone Rivers^ f^augban^Gray* 

Bu: then figh, and with a peecc offcriptuie, 

Tell them that God bids vs to doe good for cuill : 
sla d thus I cloath my naked villany 
With old od ends, ftolen out of holy writ, 

-f^nd feeme aS. when mod I play the diuell* 

But fofc hccrc comes my executioners, Enter executioners 
How now, my hardly flout refolued mates, 

^rc yea not going to difpatch this deed ? 

Exe. We are my Lord and come to haue the warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is# 

Glom Ic was well thought vpon, I hauc ic heerc about nft* 
When you haue done repaire to Crofby place : 

But firr, be fuddaine in the execution : 

Withall, obdurate .* doe not heerc him pleade. 

For CUrens is well fpoken,and perhaps # „ 

May mcouc your hearts to pity if you markehim* 

Exi. Tufli, feare not, my Lord we will not ftaot to prate, 

Talkers arc no good doers be affured: 

Wc corns to vfcour hands and not cur tongues* ^ 
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of Richard the Third. 

<3lo. Your eyes drop tailftones.whcn fooles eics drop tcare* 
I like you Lads, aboutyour bulinefle. Exuni 

Enter Clarence Brofynbury, 

Bro . Why lookes your Grace fo hcaualy to day ? 

Cla . O I haue paft a miferable night. 

So full of vgly fights, ©fgaftly dreames : 

That as I am a Chriftian faithful! man T 
I would noi {pend another fuch a night. 

Though fwere to by a world of happy dayes. 

So full of difmall terrour was the time. 

Bro . What was your dreame ? I long to heare you tdljitr 
CU Me thought I was imbarkt for burgundy. 

And in my company my brother Glocefier\ 

Who from my cabbcn tempted me to walke 
Vpon the hatches there he lookes toward England^ 

And cited up a thoufand fearcfull times. 

During the warres of Torke and Lancafter , 

That had befallen vs : as wepafl along, 

Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Me thought that qUcefier ftnmbled and in (tumbling 
Scrooke me ( that thought to flay him)ouer boord 
Into the tumbling billowes of the maine .* 

Lord ; Lord. me thought what paine it was to drowne. 

What dredfull noyfe ofwater in mine cares 
W hat a fight ofdcath within mine eyes : 

Me thought I (aw a thoufand fearefull wrackes. 

Ten thoufand men that filhes gnawed vpon. 

Wedges of gold, greatc Anchors, heapes of pearle 
neflimable ffones, vn valued iewcls, 

•omc lay in dead mensfculs, and in thofe hole* 

Vherc eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 
“ ““ lwe « in f «>rae of eyc»,refleaing gems, 

Vhich wade the flimie bottome of the deepe 

p !”° ,ct J the d « d b °»« that lay fcatered by! 
orok,. Had you fuch Icafurcin the time of death, 

<» gaze vpon the fecrets of the deepe ? 

C f4.Me thought I had : for ftill the enuious flood 
cpt in my fottle,and would not let it foorth, 

0 keepe the cinptyjvafijand wandring ayre. 



But 



T TTT. ... 




B«c fmothred ,it within my. f^ntirg hul^e. 

Which ajmoft burftto 

F>r${, A vvakt y wLi nor. v% 2 . fv t ni.& f ie agonic ? 

Clcir\ O no, my di\ amc wa* Icpgthncd'iucr life, 
O fhc-j began the tcmp:ft of my foule, 

W ho pad ( me the, ugh y y theirici aneoly floed, 

With chat grim ferriman WhicnPoet> write of, 
Vnto the Kiugdomebf ptrpetuall nigbt : 

The fii d chat there did greete my Granger foule, 
Was my great Father in law, renowned Warwick*, 




And fo he vaniflit .-Then came; wand ring by, 

A fhado w like an Angel]', in bright baire, 

Dadled in bloody and he Tqueaktout alo d 
Clarence is come-falfe, fleeting^ per jurd (Florence ? 

That ftabd me in the field at Xewxburj sL 
Seazconc him furies , take’hlm to your torments, 

With that me thought a legion pffoule feinds 
Enuironed me about, asd howled in rvune earcs, 
Suchhidious cries, that with the very noife, 

I trembling wakt, and fora feafen after. 

Could not belcene but that 1 was in hell, 

Such terrible impreffion made the drcaore. 

Brok. No maruail* my Lord though it affrighted you , 
Ipromifeyou I am afraid tohearcyou tell it, 

O BrokenbHYjy I baue done chofe things. 

Which now bcare euidmee againft my foule, 

For Edwards fake and fee how he rcquiccs nao: 

I pray thee gentile keeper flay by me, 

My foule is heauy aud 1 fame would fleepe. 

Brok • I will (my Lord)God giue yourgracc goodreft* 
Sorrow breakes feafons,and repofing howres 
Makes the night morning, and the noonetide night# 
Princes haue but their tide for their glories. 

An outward honour for an inward toyle : 

And for vnfclt imaginations, 

They often feele a woi’d of rtftlcfTe cares : 

So that betwixt your tides, and low names, 

There’s 
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^ Kicmra w< l 7 W«. 

There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

The murderers enter. 

I„ Gods name what are you, and how cameyou hither ? 

Exe. I would fpeakc with Clarence jih&l came hither on 

£r*.Yca,areyefo briefe? my leg** 

2. Exe. O fir, it is better to be bnefe then tedious. 

Shew him your Commiflion, talkc no more. Hcutdetk 
Bro. I am in this commanded todeliuer 
the noble Duke of C/rfrwf* to your hands, 

2 will not reafon what is meant thereby 
Becaufe I will be guiltlcffe of the meaning : 

Heere arc the keyes,there fits the Duke a fleepe, 
lie to his maiefty and certifie his Grace, 

That thus I haue refignd my place to you, 

JE.w.Dofoit is apoyntofwifdome. 
i. What fhail we flab him a* hefleepes ? 

1 . Noe then he will fay twas done cowardly 
When he wakes. 

2. When he wakes, ... , 

Why foole he lhall neuer wake till the Iudgcment day. 

1 . Why then he will fay we fiabd him fleeping. 

2. The vrging ofthat word Iudgcment, hath bred 
Akinde of remorfe in me. 

t. What art afraid? 

a . Not to kill him hauing a warrant for it, but to be damnd 
For killing him, from which no warrant can defend vs, 

1. Backe to the Duke of Glocefter,tc\l him fo. 

2, I pray thee flay a while, I hope my holy humour will 
Change, twa$ wont to hold me but while one could tell xx. 

1. How doeft thou feele thy felfenow? (me 

2* Faith fome certainedregs of confeience are yet within 

1 . Remember our reward when the deedc is done, 

2. Zounds he dics,I had forgot the reward . 

1 , Where is thy confience now ? 

2. In the Duke of G/ocetferputfe. 

1 . So when he opens his purfe to giuje vs our reward* 

Thy confeience flics out. 

2. Let it goe ther’s few or none will entertaiae it. 

1 . How if it come to thee againe ? 

D a. He 
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s. He not meddle with ic,it is a dangerous thin*" 

It makes a man a coward, A man cannot ftealc 
But itadcufcth him,he cannot ftealc but it checks him - 
He cannot lie with his neighbours wife but it detefts 
Him,it is a blufhing fhamfuli fpirite that mutinies 
In a mansbofome : it fils one full ofobftaclcs. 

It made me once rcflore apeeceof gold that I found. 
Itbeggersany man that keepes it : itis turndoutofall 
T owncs and Citties fora dangerous thing, and aiery 
Man that meancs to liuc well, and endeauours to trull 
Tohimlelfe.and liue without it, 

* • Zo , u " ds ’ 'i ,s , cue » oow at my elbow , perfwading me 
Not to kill thcDuket ® 

2 . Take the diuill in thy mindc, and belecue him not. 

He would insinuate with thye to make thee figth. 

1 . Tut I am Urong in fraud he cannot preuaile with me 
I warrant thee. 

2. Stood like a tall fellow that relpedls his reputation. 
Come fhall we to this geare ? 

1. Take him ouer the coflard with the hilt of my fword. 
And then we will chop him is the Malmley, but inthe next 

2. Oh excelent deuice, make a foppe of him. reome ; 

j. Harke ,he ftirs, fihal! I ftrike ? 

2. Nojfirfl letsreafon with him. . CU.awaketh, 

CU. Where art thou keeper, glue tnee a cup of wine. 

1. You (ball hauc wine enough, my Lordanone. 

CU. in Gods name what art thou : 

2. A man, as you are. 

CU. But not as I am, royall. 

1. Nor you as wee are loyal], 

CU. Thy yoyce is thunder,but thy lookes are humble. 

2. My voyecis now the Kings, my lookes mine owne. 

CU. How datkely and how deadly doell thou ipcake ? 

Tell mee,who arc you ? wherefore came you hither ? 



Am, To, to, to. 

CU. To murther me ? Am. I* 

CU, You fcarcc baue the heart to' tell mee Co, 

And therefore cannot haue the heart to doe it, 



Wherein: my friends have I otfendettyou ? 



x. Offended 



— 
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j, offetided vs you haue not , but the King* 

CU. Ifhall be reconciled to him againe. 

2. NcuermyLo. therefore prepare to die. 

Cla.Jxc you cald forth from out a world of men 
To flay the innocent? what is my offence ? 

Where are the euidcncc to accuie me ? 

What iawfull queft hath giuen their verdi& yp 
Ynto the frowning Iudge, or who pronoune d 
The bitter lentence of poore Clarence death. 

Before I be conui&c by courfe of law ? 

To threaten me with death is moft ynlawfull : 

I charge you as you hope to haue redemption. 

By Chrifts deare blood (hed for our greeuous fioncs. 
That you depart and lay no hand one mee, 
Thedcedeyou vndertakc is damnable, 

1 , What wee will doe, we doe vpon command. 

2. ^ndhe that hath commanded vs is the King. 

CU. Erroneous vaffaile, the great King of Kings, 

Haue in his Table of his Law commanded, 

Thatthou flialt doe no murder, an&wilt thou then 
Spurne at his edi<ft,and fullfill a mans? 

Takehecde.for he holdes vengeance in his hands. 

To hurle vpon their heads that breake his law. 
a. e/dnd that fame .vengeance doth he throw on choe 
For falfc forfwearing and for murther too ? 

Thou didft receiuc the holy Sacrament, 

To fight the quarel of the houfe of Lancafler, 
j, ^nd like a traitor to the nameof God, 
didft breake thatvow, and with tby trecherous blade 
Vnript the bowels of thy Soneraignes fonne, 

2 . Whorue thou wert fworne to cherift) and defend. 

1. How canft thou vtge Gods dreadfull Law to vs. 
When thou haft btooke it in fo deere degree ? 

CU. _^las,for whofe fake did I that ill deed? 

For Sdwtrdfoxmy brother, for his fake? 

Why fits he fends you not to murder me for this, 

For in this fin he isasdecpeasl. 

If God will be reuenged for this deede, 

Take not the quarrdl from his powcrfull arme, 

D a 






He needs no indirect tor Iawfull ccurfc. 

To cut off thofe that haue offended him. 

i. Who madethee rhena bloody mi aider. 

When gal lant fpring, brauc TUntagenet, 

T he Princly Nouice was ftrooke dead by thee.' 

CU. My brothers lone , the Deuill, and my rage, 
i- Thy broth, etSiloue, the Deuill, and thy fault, 

Haue brought vs hither now to murder thee. 

Cla. Oh,if you loue my brother hate Hot me, 

I am his brother and I loue him yyell : 

If you be hirde fpt; fleece gop-backe again®. 
dndl will fend. you to my brother Glocejler, 

Who will reward you better for my life, 

Then Edward willfor tydtngs of my death, 
a. You are deceiuediyour. ferpther Glecejf er hates you. 
CU, Oh no,hftl©«cs meo arid beholds me deare, 

Co you to him from me. 
dm. I lo we will. 

CU. Tell him, when that our Princely father Terke, 

Bleft his three fonnes with his. vi&orious arme : 
^ndchargd vs from his foulc to loue eachother. 

He little thought of this diuidcdirkfidfliip. 

Bid Glocefltr rhinke on this and hce will wcepe, 
edm. I milftones, as helefloned vs to weepe, 

CU. 0,doe not flounder h.m for he is kind, 
l . Right as fnow in harueft, thou deceiuell thy felfe, 

Tis hce that "lent vs hither now to murder thee. 

C/u.It cannot be .' for when Iparted with him 
He hugd mein bis armes,and fwore with fobs 
That he would labour my dcliucry. 

a. Why lo he doth, now he deliuers thee 
From this worlds thrauldomc: to the io yes ofheauen, 

I . make peace with Gcd , for you muft die my Lord. 

CU. Hart thou that holy feeling in tbylbule. 

To counfell mec to make my peace with God, 

And art thou yet to thy ownc foulc fo blind. 

That thou wilt war with God,for mnrdring me 2 

Ah fits confider he that fet you on 

To doc this dccde,w»H hate you for this deede, 

2. What 



5. What {hall we doe? 
f CU. Relent, and faue your foule s. 

i Relent, tis cowardly, and womanifli. 

CU. Not to relent, is beaftly.fauage, and duicWh. 

My friends I fpie feme piety in yous looker ; 

Oh if thy eye be not a flatterer, 

Come thcu one my fide and iotreete for me : 

A begging Print* what beggar pieties not ? 

i I thus, and thus .* if this will not lerue, Heftabs bm <■ 
lie chop thee in the malmefey Bu t in the next rcome. 

2 . A bloody deed and defperatly performd, 

How faine would 1 like PtUte walls my hand, 

Ofthirmoft gricuous guilty murder done. 

t . W hy doeft thou not helpe me ? 

By heauen the Duke lhall know how flacke thou art, 

, . I would he knew that I had faued his brother, 

Take thou the fee and tell him what I lay, 

For I repent me that the Duke is flaine. Exit . 

i . So do not I , goe coward as thou art. 

Now mufl I hide his body in lomc hole, 

Vntill the Duketake order for hisburiall : 

And when I haue my meed I muft away, 

For this will out, and here I muft not ftay, Exemt. 

£«ter King.Qfteene. Huttings ,Riutrs, &c. 

King. So now 1 haue done a good dayes wotke, 
YourPeares continue the vnited league, 

I euery day expeift an Embaffage 
From my Redeemer, to redeeme me hence : 

And now in peace my foulc fhall part to heauen. 

Since I haiue fet my friends at peaceon earth : 

Riuets and Hafling, take each othershand, 

Difemble not your hatred, fw care your loue'. 

Ri. By heauen my heart is purged from grudging hate, 
dnd with my hand I fcale my true hearts loue. 

Haft. So thriue I as Itfwcatse the like. 

King, Take heede you dally not before your King, 

Leaft he that is the fupreame King of Kings, ■"> 

Confound your hidden falfhood, and award 
Either of yon to bee the others end, 

D 3 



Haft 



//-•?/. So profpcr I, as I i'wcarc pcrfetft hue. 
fit. -Ond J as I ’oue Mailings with my hfcftt. 

Km, Maddam,your felfe is not exempt in this, 

' or y our lonnc Dor fit, Buckingham, nor you, 

ion nanebmefadiousoneagainfttheother: 

iic, loue Lord H * flings, let him kifTc your hand. 

And what you doc, do it vnfaincdly. 

Qu. Hcerc Ha flings, I will ncucr more remember 
Ourformcr hatred, fothriueland mine. 

Dor. Thus entcrchangc ofloue, I hcreptoreft, 

V pon my part flaall be vnuiolable. 

Ha. And fo I fweare my Lord. 

,P rinceI y Buckingham feale vp this league, 
Wien thy embracement to my wines allies, 

-^nd makemehapy in his vnicy. 

^.Wheneuer Buckingham doth turne his hate 
On youjor yours,but with all dutious loue 
Doth cherifli you and yours, God punifh mee 
With hate, in thofe where I expert moft loue. 

When I haue moft neede to imploy a friend. 

And moft allured that he is a friend, 
Deepe,ho!low>trechcrous,and full of guile 
Be he vnto me : This doe I begge of God, 

When I am cold in zeale to you or yours. 

Kin. A pleafing cordiall princely Buckingham, 

® this thy vow vnto my fickly heart .• 

There vvanteth now our brother Glocefltr here, '1 

to make the porfe& period of this peace. 

Enter Gloiefltr. 

Buc. And in good time heere comes the noble Duke, 

Glo. Good morrow to my foueraigne King and Quccne, 
And princely peares, a happy time of day. 

Kin. Happy indeede as wee haue fpent the day, 

Brother wee haue done deeds of charity j 
Made peace ofcmnity,faire loue of hate, 
Bctweenerhefcfwelling wrong infeenfed peeres, 

Glo. A blcffed labour moft foueraigne liege, 

L^mongft this princely heape, ifany here 
Byfalfe mteligencc, or wrong furmife. 



Hold 



rvicnatuwri mrKT' 

Hold me a foe/if I vnwittingly or in my rage', 

Haue thought committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this prefence, 1 dcfke 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace, 

Tis death to mee to be at enmity. 

I hate it and defire all good mens loue. 

FirftMaddam I intreat peace of you, > 

Which I purchace with my dutious fcrutce. 

Of you my noble cou feu 'Buckingham, 

Ifeuer any grudge wete lod’gd betweene Tf, 

Ofyou my Lord fiiutrs, and Lord Gray of you. 

That all without defert haue fround on me, 

Dukes,Earles, Lords, Gentilemen, indeed of all: 

I do not know that Englifhman aliue. 

With whomemyfoulcisany iottc at oddes, 

More then the infant that is borne to night : 

I thanke my God for my humility, 

Qu. A holy day (hall this bekeptheereafter, 

I would to God all ftrife were well Compounded, 

My foueraigne leige I do befeechyour maiefly 
To take our brother Florence, to ycur grace. 

Glo. Why Maddaro,hauc I offered louefor this. 

To be thus fcorndin thisroyall prefence? 

Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 

You doe him iniury to fcorne his coatfe. (he is? 

%j . Who knowes not he is dead, who knowes 
Qu. AW feeing heauen, what a world is this? 

Buc. Looke If© pale Lord Dorfet as the reft ? 

‘Dor. I my good Lord and noone in this prefence 
But his red colour hath foifookc his checkers. 

Kin, Is Clarence dead ? the order was reuerft. 

Glo. But He poore foulc byourfirtt order dide, 

And that a winged Mercury did bcare, 

Somcsardy criplebore thecouutermaund. 

That came too laggetofee him buried: 

God graunt that fomc Ieffe noble and leffc loyally 
Neercr in bloody thoughts, but not in blood : 

Delerue not worfc then wretched CUrtnsc did. 

And yetgoe currant from fufpition. Enter Darby. 

D*r. 
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'dgtdte 

T)<ir, A boonc (my foueraigne) for my femi'ee done, 
Km. I pray th :c peace my foule is full of forow. 
jy.ir. I will not rife vulcffeyour highneffegraunr. 

Km. Then (peak? atones what icts thou demanded ? 
D^r. T lie forfeit(foucraionc) ef my feruants life. 

Who flew to day a rydtous gentleman 
Lardy attendingone the Duke of Norfolke. 

Kin. Haue I a Tongue to doome my brothers death, 
*4r.d fhall the lame giue pardone to a flaue j 
My brother flew no man his fault was thought, 

■A nd yet his punni (lament was cruell death. 

Who fued to me for him ? who in my rage. 

Kneeled at my fecteand bad me beaduilde? 

Who fp ake of brother-hoed whoofloue? 

Who told me how the poore foule did forfake 
The mighty fVarwicke, and did fight forme ? 

Who told me in the field at Tewxbury, 

When Oxford had tnedowne herefeued me, 

-n?nd fayd dearc brother Hue and be a King ? 

Who told me when we both lay in the field, 

Frozen almoft to dcatb,how he lappe me, 

E uen in his owne armes, and gaue himfclfe 
Ail thin and naked to the numb could night ? 

All this from my remembrance brutifii wrath 
Sinfully plucktandnota manofyou 
Had fomuch grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your carters or your wayting vaffailes 
Hauc dene adrunkenflaughter, and defac’d 
The precious Image ofourdeare redeemer, 

You flraight are oneyourkuees for pardon, pardon, 

And I vmuftly too,muft graunt it you. 

But for my brother not a man would Ipcake, 

Nor I (vngratious jlpeake rnto my felfe. 

For him poore foule .• the proudeft one you all 
Hauebcene beholding to him in his life.* 

Yet none of you would once pleadeforhis life: 

Oh God I fearethy Iuftice will take holde 

On me,and you.and mine, and yours for this. (Exit* 

Come Haftings helpo mec to mydofet, oh poore Cittern 
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Glo. This is the fruit ofrawneffe : marke you not 
How that the guiltie kindred of the Queene, 

Lookc pale when they did heare of Clarence death* 

Ob, they did vrge it ftill ynto the King, 

God will reuenge it. But come lets in 

To comfort Edward with our company. Exeaut. 

Enter Hutches ofTorke, with Clarence Children . 

'Boy. Tell me good Granam, is our Father dead ? 

Dut. No Boy. fbreaft ? 

Boy. Why doe you wring your hands and beat your 
And crie. Oh Florence my vnhappy lonne ? 

Girle. Why doe you looke on vs and fhake your head ? 
And call vs wretched, Orphancs, caftawaies. 

If that our noble father be aliue ? 

Dut. My pritty Cofens you miftake me much, 

I do lament the fickneffe of the King 
As loth to loo fe him now your fathers dead : 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that’s loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead. 

The King my vncle is too blame for this .* 

God will reuenge it, whom I will importune 
Withdayly prayers all to thatefteift. 

Hut. Peace children peace,the King doth Ioue you well. 
Incapable and (hallow inocents. 

You cannot geffc who cauied your fathers death. 

'Bp. Granam, we can : for my good Vncle Glocefier 
Told me, the King prouoked by the Queene 
Dcuis’d impeachments to imprifon him : * 

And when he told me (o he wept. 

And hugd me in hisarmes, and kindly kift my chcekes. 

And bad me relic on him as one my father. 

And he would louc me dearely as hischildc. 

Dut. Oh that deccitc (hould ftealc fuch gentle fhapes. 
And with avertuous vizard hide foule gnilf 
He is ray ferine, yea and therein my fhamc .• 9 
Yet from my dugs he drew net this deccite. 

Boy- Thinke you my Vncle did diffembIe,Granam ? 

I Boy, 

Boy. I cannot thinke it,harke,what noyfe is this ? 

£ Enter 



■ \ 
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Enter the Qj*eene~ 

Qh. Wbo fhall hinder me to waile and weepe, 

To chide my fomine,and torment my felfe ? 

He ioyne withblacke defpaireagainft my fdfe. 

And to my felfe become an enemy. 

Dtfr.What meanes this fccaneofrude impatience^ 

Qu. To make an a<ftof tragickc violence, 

Edward) my Lord, your fonne our King is dead. 

Why grow the branches 3 now the rootc is witherd 
Why wither not the !eaues 3 the fap being gone ? 

Ifyoti will liue, lament : if die be briefc : 

That our fwift winged foules may catch the Kings, 

©r like obedient fubie&s, follow him. 

To his new kingdome of perpetuall reft. 

*Dnt. Ah fo much intcrcft haue 1 in thy forrow. 

As I had title in my noble husband s 
I haue bewept a worthy husbands death , 

And liu’d by looking on his image: 

But now two mirrours of his Princely femblance, ’* 

Are crakt in peeces by malignant death. 

And I for comfort haue but one falfe glafle. 

Which grceucs me when I fee my ftiame in him. 

Thou art a widdow yet thou area mother. 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee : 

But death hath fnatchc my childrenfrom mine armes, 
Anapludt two crutches from my feeble funnies, 

Edward, and £Urence, O what caufe haue I 
Then, being but moity of my felfe, 

To ouergo thy plaints and drowne thy cries f 
2?^, Good aqnt, you wcept not for my fathers death. 
How can we aide you with our kindreds teares ? 

G<?r/.Ourfatherleffe diftreffe was left vnmoand, 

Your widowes dolours likewife be vnwept, 

Qu. ©iueme no hclpe in lamentation, 

I am not barren to bring foorth laments. 

All fprings reduce their currents to mine eyes, 

That Ibeinggouerndby the watrymoonc. 

May fend foorth plenteous teares to drowne the world / 
Oh my husband for my heirc Lord Edmra^ 

jivh* 
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■" Oj Kiclmrd Third.- 

sJmbo. Oh for our father far our dcare Lord flanfiJe', 

Dut. Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence , 

Qu. What flay had I but Edward, and is he gone ? 

Ambo. What flay had wc but Clarence , and is he gone ? 

Dwf.Whac Hay had I but they and they are gone ? 

Qa. Ws s eu er widow, had fo deare a Ioffe : 

Ambo. Was euer Or phanes had fodeere a Ioffe ? 

Dut. Was euer mother had a dearer Ioffe 
Ala* I am the mother of thefc moanes. 

Their woes are parceld, mine are generall : 

She for Edward weepes, and fo do I : 

I for a £l<wrcnce weepe, fo doth not (lie : 

Theft babes for Clarence weepe and fo do I : 

I for an Edward weepe, and fo doc they , 

Alas, you three on me threc-fould diftreft. 

Powre all yourteares, I am your forrowes nurle, 

And I will pamper it with lamentations. Enter Glocefier 

i g/o.Maddam haue comfort,all of vs haue caufe with others 
To waile the dimming ©four fhining ftarre : 

But none can cure their harmes by wailing them. 

Maddam my mother I doe cry you mtrey, 

I did not fee your Grace, humbly on my knee 
I craue your ble (Ting. 

Dut. God bleffe thee , and put meekeneffe in thy mindc, 
Louc, charity, obedience, and true duty. 

Glo. Amen, make me to die a good old man ; 

Thats the butt end of my mothers bkfling, 

I maruaile why her grace did leaue it out ? 

Sue. You cloudy Princes, and heart forrowing Peares, 
That beare this mutuall heauy loade of moane, 

Now chtareeach others in each others loue : 

Though wjc haue fpent our harueft for this King, 

W c are to reape the harueft of his fonne : 

The broken rancour of your high fwolne hearts, 

Butlaftly fplintedjknit.andioynd together, 

Muft greatly be preferudjcberifht, and kept. 

Me feemetb good that withfome little traine. 

Forthwith from Ludlow the young Prince be fetcht 
Hitherto London tobe cround our King. 





Git. Then be it (b : and goe wee to determine 
who they jfliail be thac Itraighc fhall port toLudlow? 
Maddani and you my mother will you goe, 

Togiue your feofures in this weighty bufinefle. 

Anf.Wuh all our hearts. Exeunt noanet Git. Buck. 

Bhc. My Lordjwho euer Iourneyes to the Prince, 

For Gods fake let not vs two be behindc : 

For by the way He fort ©ccafion. 

As index to the ftory we lately talkt off, 

To part the Queencs proud kindred from the King, 

Glo. My other felfe,my counfeis coofiftory 
My Oracle, my prophet, my deerc Cofen : 

I like a child will goe by thy direction : 

Towards Ludlow then for wc will not flay behindc, Exit » 

Enter two Citizens. 

i. Neighbour well met, whither away fo faft ? 
a. I promife you, I fcarccly know my felfc.. 

i . Heare you the newes abroad ? 
a. I, that the King is dead, 
i. Bat newes birlady.fcldome comes better, 

I fcare,I feare twill prooue a troublefome world. Enter am- 
3. Cit. Good morrow neighbours. 

Doth this newes hould of good King Edwards death ? 

I. It doth. j.Thenmaftcrslooke to lee a troublous world. 
I. No.no, by Gods grace hislonne fhillraigne. 

3. Wo to that land thatsgonernd by achilde. 
a. In him there is hope of gducroment, 

That in his fonage , counfell vnder him, 

And in his full ripened yeares,himfelfe. 

No doubt fhall then, and till then goueroe well. 

1. So flood the cafe when Harry the fixt 
was crowod at Paris, but at nine monetbs old. 

3. Stood the ftate fo ; no good my friend not fo. 

For then this land was famoufly invicht 
Withpoliticke graue counfcll : then the King 
Had vertuous Vndes to proteft his Grace, 
a. So hath this.both by the father and mother. 

3 • Better it were they all came by the father, 

Or by the father there were Bone at all .* 
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^bf Richard We 7'altd. 

For emulation now,who fhall be earneft, 

Which touch vs all too nccrc if God preuent not 
OhfullofdangcristheDukc of Cjiocefter, 

And the Quccnes kindred haughtie and proude. 

An d were they to be ru!de,and not rule, 

This fickly land might folace as before. 

2. Come,come, we feare the worft,all fhall be well, 

3. When clouds appeare, wife men put cne their elokes. 
When greate Ieaues fall, the winter is at hand : 

When the funne fets who doth not looke for night ? 
Viuimcly ftormes make them expeff a dearth ; 

AW men be well .• but if God fort it fo, 

Tis more then we deferue, or I cxpe&, 

1 . 7 ruly the foules 6f mtn are full of dread : 

Y ea cannot almofl rcafon with a man 

That lookes not heatf jr and full of feare. 

3. Before the time of change, ftill is it fo.* 

By a deuine inftind mens mindes utiflrufl 
Enfuing dangers as by proofe wc fee, 

The waters (well before a boyftrous ftormc : 

But lesue it all to God : whether away ? 

2. We are fentfortothe Iuftice, 

3. tAnd fo was I, He bearcyou company. Exeunt 

Enter Cardinals, Dutches of York?, Qtt. young York?. 

Car. Laft night I heare they lay at Nothampton, 

At ftony- (hat-ford will they be to night, 

To morrow or next day will they be heare. 

Dut. I long with all my heart to fee the Prince, 

I hope he is much growne fiuce laft I faw him. 

Qh. But I beere no they fay my fonne of York* 

Hath ouertane him in growth. 

Yor. I mother, but I would not baue it fo. 

Dwf.Whymy yongcoufenit is good to grow. 

Y or. Graaam, on night as we did fit at fupper. 

My vnclc Bisters talkr how I did grow 
More then my brother, I quoth my VncU Git. 

ear b* hauc grace, great weeds grow a pace s 
" n d fincc me thinks I would not grow fo faft, 

Bccaufc fwcetc flowers^ire flow, and weedes make haft. 
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Trttgidie 

Dut, Good faith, good faith : the faying did kot hold. 

In him that did obiedt the fame to thee : 

He was the wretched It thing when hk was young, 

So long a growing and fo leaiiircly, 

That if ishis were a rule he fhould be gracious. 

Car, Why Maddam, fo no doubt he is. 

Dut, I hope fo too but yet let mothers doubt. 

Tor, Now by my troth if I had bccne remembred, 

I could haue giuen my Vncles grace a flour, (mind 

That fhould haue ncerertoucht his growth then he did 
Dut. Hayv my pretty Torke : I pray thee let me hear# it. 
Tor. Marry they fay, that my Vsclegrew fofaft, 

That he could gnaw a cruft at two houres old , 

Twas full two yeates ere I could get a tooth. 
Granam,this would haue beene apritty ieft. 

Dut, I pray thee pretty Terke, who told thee fo ? 

Ter. Granam, hisNurfe. 

Dm, Why, fhc was dead ere thou wert borne. 

Tor. Iftwerenotfhe,Lcannot tell who told me. 

Qu. perilous boy : go too thou art too fhrewd, 
Car. Good Maddam be net angry with the child. 

Qu. Pitchers hath eares. Enter Dorfct. 

for. Heere comes your fonne.Lord Marques Dorfet, 
What newes Lord Marques? 

Dor. Such newes my Lord, as griues me to vnfold. 
Qu. How fares the Prince? 

Dor. Well Madam, and in health : 

Dut i What is the newes then? 

Dor Lord Riuers, and Lord Gray, are lent to Ponafrct, 
With themSir Thomas Vaughan, prifoners. 

2>»f.Who hath committed them ? 

Dor. The Mighty Dukes Gloeeflel and Buckingham. 
Car , For what offence ? 

-Dsr.Thefuminc of all lean,! haue difdoled : 

Why or for what thefe Nobles were committed. 

Is all vuknowne to me, my gracious Lady- 
Qn-hy me, I fee the downcfall of our Houfe, 

The Tiger now hath ftaze the gentle Hinde : 

/n-fulcing tyrany begins to iet. 
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Vponthe innocent and lawkffe throve : 

Welcome ddtru&ion, death and maffacre, 

I Ice as in a Mappe the end of all. 

Dut. Accurfedand vnquiet wrangling dales. 

How many of you haue mine eyes beheld? 

My husband loft his life to get the crowne, 

And often vp and downe my fonnes were toft, 

For me to ioy and wcepc their gaine and Ioffe, 

And being feated,anddomefticke broylcs 
Cleaneeueiblowne, thcmfelucs the conqtierous. 

Make war vpon themfeiues, blood againft bloody 
Sclfe againft felfe, O prepofterous 
^ndflanktickc outtage,cnd thy damned fpleene. 

Or let me die tolocke on death no more. 

Oft. Come.come, my boy, we will to San<ftuary„- 
*Dut. lie goe along with you. 

Qu. You haue no caufe. 

Car. My gracious Lady, go. 

And thither beare your treafure and yourgoods. 

For my part, He refigne vnto your grace, 

The Scale I keepe, and fobetide to me, 

■ds well 1 tender you, and all yours : 

Come lie condutfl you to the Sandiuary. Exeunt. 

The Trumpets found Enter young prince, Duke of 
C; tocejier, and Buckingham, for diva [l^c. 

Buc'We IcomeTweete Prince to London to your chamber, 
Glo. Welcome fweete Cofen my thoughts foueraio n ? , 

I he weary way hath made you melancholy. ° 

Erin, No Vnclc,bqt our croffes one the way. 
i .auc made it tedious, wearifomc and heauy 
I want more Vngles heere to welcome me i 

Swecte Pdnce, the vntainted vertuc of your yeares* 
Haue not yet diued into the worlds deceit : 

Nor more can you diftiiiguifo of a man, 

I hen of his outward fhew, which God he kno\ve$, 
Seldomeorneuer imnpeth with the heart: 

Inolerneles which you want were dangerous. 

Your gr ace attended to their fugred words. 

But fookc not on the poyfonof their hearts • 
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God keepc you from them and from fuch lalfe friends. 
P'rin.G od keepe me from falfefricnds.but they were nonci 
Glo. My Lorddie M iior of London comes togrecteyou. 

Enter Lord Maire. (daies. 

Lo.M. God blefle your Grace , with health and happy 
Frin. I thankeyougoodmy Lord , and thankeyouall. 
J thought my mother, and my brother Yorke, 

W ould long ere this haue met vs on the way .* 

Fie what a flug is Hayings that he comes not 
To tell vs whether they will comeorno. Enter Lllaft. 
Buc. Ar,d in good time heerc comes the fweating Lord, 
Prin. Welcome my Lord, what, will our mother come? 
Haft. On what occafion God he knowes not I : 

The Queene, your mother, and your brother York? 

Haue taken Sandtuary : The tender Prince 
Would faine come with me to meete your Grace : 

But by his mother was perforce with-held. 

Buc. Fie, what an indirect and peeuifh coutfe 
Is this of hefs ? Lord Cardinally will your Grace 
Perfwade the Queene to fend the Duke of Yorkf 
Vnto his Princely brother prefently ? 

If fhe deny, Lord Haftings goe with them. 

And from her iealous armes pluckc him perforce. 

Car. My Lo.of Bttckinghamjf my weake oratory 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of York* 

Anon expect him heerc : but if fhe be obdurate 
Tomilde intreaties, God forbid 
Wc fhould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Of bleffcd Sandfuarytnot for all this Land, 

Would I be guilty offo great a finne. 

Buc. You are coo fenceleffe obftinatemy Lord, 
Tooccremonius and Traditional! : 

Weigh it but with the greatneffe of his age. 

You breake not San&uary in feazing him : 

The benefit thereofis alwayes granted 
To thofe whofc dealings haite deferued the.place, 

^nd thofe who haue the wit toclaime the place. 

This Prince hath neither claimed it,nor deferued it, 

^nd therefore in mine opinion cannot haue it. 









Then take him from thence’ that is not there. 

You breake no priuiledge nor charter there : 

Oft haue I heard ofSaniluaay men, 

But fan&uary children neucr till now. 

Car. My Lord, you fhall ouCr-ruIe my mind for otjee ? 
Come one Lord Haftings } m\\ you goe with me ? 

Haft. I goe my Lord . Sa.it • Car,& tiaft. 

True , Good Lords make all the fpeedy haft you may , 
Say Vnde Glocefler, ifour brother come,, 

Where fhall we lbiourne till our Coronation ? 

Glo. Where it thinkft beft vnto your royall felfe *• 

If I may counfell you fome day or two 
Yourhighnoffe fhall repofe you at the Tower : 

Then whereyou pleafe as fhall be thought moft fic 
For your beft health and recreation. 

Pnn. I doc not like the Tower of any place, 

Did lullius C&fter build that place my Lord ? 

Buc. He did my gracious Lord begin that place, 

Which ftncefucceding ages haue rediefied. 

Prtn. Isitvpon record or elfe reported 
Succefliuely from age to age heefcuilt it? 

Buc. Vpon record my gracious Lord. 

Prtn. But fay my Lord it were not regifterd, 

Me thinkes the truth fhould Hue from age to age. 

As twerc retaild to all pofteritie, 

Euen to the generall ending day. 

Glo. So wife.foyoungjthey fay doneuerliuclongv 
Pnn. What fayyouVncle? 

Glo. I fay with out Cara&ers fame Hues long : 

That like the formall vice, iniquity, 

I moralize two meanings in one word- 
Prin. That Iuluts Cafer was a famous man. 

With what his valour did inrich his wit. 

His wit fetdowne to make his valour Hue : 

Death makes no conqueft of his cpnquerour. 

For now he Hues infant though notin life : 
lie tell you what my Goufen "Buckingham. 

Buc. What my gracious Lord ? 

Brin, And if I liue vntill I be a man* 
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JTe winne our ancient right 10 France againe, 

Or dye a fouldier as I lin'd \ King, 

qlo. Short fommers lightly have a forward fprlng. 

Enter young York* y Hafitngt Car dtnall. 

Buc. Now in good time, hecre comes the Duke of Yorkc y 
Pnn Richard of Yor^t how fares our noble brother; 
Tor . Well my deare Lord : fo muft [ calKyou now. 

Pnn. 1 brother to our griefe, as it is yours : 

T oo late bee died that might haue kept this title. 

Which by his death hath loH much maiefty, 

Gio . How faires our coufcn noble Lo, of Y or^e. 

Yor. T thanke you gentile vncle ; O my Lord, 

You laid that Idle weeds are faft in growth ; 

1 he Prince my brother hath out growne me torre. 

Gto y He hath my Lord. 

Yor. and therefore is he idle ? 

Glo Oh my faire coufcn l muft not fay fo. 

7tfr.Thenheis more beholding to you then T. 

Glo. He may command me as my foueraigne. 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Tor . I pray you vncle giue me this daggrr. 
qlo . My dagger little coufcn with all my heart/ 
prtn. A begger brother f 
Yor. Of my kihd vncle that I know will giue 
And being but a toy which is no gift, to giue, 

Glo . A greater gift then that He giue my coulcn* 

Yor . A greater giftO thats the fword tooTr;. 

Glo . I gentle coufen were it light enough. 

7 onO then I fee you will part but with lip lit gifts. 

In weightier things youlc fay a begegr nay. 

Glo . It is to weighty for your grace to wcarc. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it heauicr. 

Glo . What would you haue my weapon little Lo. 

Yor. I would that 1 might thanke you as you call me. 
Glo. How <Yor> Little. 

Prin. My L.of Yorke will ftillbeecroffe in talke ? 
Vncle your grace knowes how to beare with him. 

Tor t You meanc to beare me, not to beare with me ; 



YMdc,my brother mockes both you and me, 












Of Richard the Third. 

Bccaufc that I am little like an ^pc. 

He thinkes that you ftiould beare me one your fhouldcrs, 
Buc. With whara flaarpe prouided wit hec reafons. 

To mitigate the fcorne hcc giue bis vncle. 

He prctcly and aptly taunts himfclfe : 

So cunning and fo young is wondcrfull. 

Glo. My Lo. wilt plcafc you pafle along? 

My felfc and my good coufen Bucfynghaw, 

Will to your mother, to inttcat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 
r or. What will yongoc vnto the To wer my Lord? 
TV/v.My Lord protc&or will haue it fb. 

Tor. I {bull not fleepe in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why wbat fhould ycu fearc ? 

Yor. Marry my vncle Clarence angry ghoft : 

My Granam told me he was murdred there. 

Prin. Ifearcnovncles dead, 

Glo . Nor none that liuc, I hope. 

Prin. And if they liuc, I hope I neede not fcare. 

But come my L.withaheauy heart 
Thinking on thcm,goc I ynto the Tower. 

Exeunt 'PrtnfYor y HaJl>T) or. manetfBffoyBfic. 

Buc. Thinke you my Lo, this little prating Yorke , 

Was not inccnccd by his fubtile mother. 

To taunt and fcornc you thus opprobrioufly ? 

Glo . No doubt, no doubt, O tisaperlous boy, 
Bold,quicke, ingenious. forward a capable, 

He is ail the mothers from the top to the toe, 

Buc. Well lec them left; come hither Catesby, 

Thou art 1 wornc as deeply to effect what we intend, 
clofely to concede what wc impart. 

Thou knoweft our rcafons vrgde vpon the way : 
Whatthinkcft thou, is it not aneafte matter 
To make WiRn&Tn 'L.Hafttngs of our mmde. 

For the inftalment of this noble Duke, 

In the fcatc royall of this famous He ? 

Cat. He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 

That he will not be woae toou-Iuagainft him. 

Bhc> What thinkeft thou then of Stanley } what will he ? 
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Cat. He will doe all in all as bUftihgs doth* 

Bnc. Well then no more but this : 

Go gentle (ftatesbypnd as ir were a farreoff, 

Sound Lord H*ftthgs }\ ow he (lands afFedltd 
Vntoourpurpofe, (fchc be willing, 

Encourage him and flic w him all our reafons : 

If he b” leaden, Icie, cold, vn willing, 

Be thou fo too : and fo brcakeoff yourtalke, 

And giue vs notice of his ineiinaiion, 

For we to in or row hold deuided couofels, 

Wherein thy fel'fe (lialt highly be employed* 

Glo. Commend me to Lo. Wiliam 11 him fatesby 
His ancient knocof dangerous aduerfa ies 
To morow arc let blood at Pomfret Cattle, 

And bid my friends for ioy ofthfs gpod ne-wes, ; 

Giue gentile M is '-Shofe one gervile kiflethe more. . 

Buc. Good Cate shy cflfetft thisbiiffi iclfc foundly* 

Cat . My good Lords both : with all the heede-I may. 

Glo. Shall wee heere from you Catesbj ere wee fl .epe ? 
Cat . You (hall my Lord. Ex J it Catesbj* 

Glo. At Crosby place, there (lull you finde v$ both. 

Bac. Now my Lord what dial! we doe if we perceiue 
• William Lord Htfhngs wil! notyeeld to ourcomplots? 

Glo . Chap offhis h:*ad man, (bmewhac we wfl 1 doe, 

And looke when I atnTCing.’claimc thou ofmee 
The Earledome of Harford md the moou cables. 

Whereof the King my brother flood poffeft* 

Buc-l ieebume chat prorrxi(e at your hands* 

Glo. And iooke to haue it yealded With willingndfc, 
Come let vs fup berimes, that afterwards 
we may difjeft our coihplots in foHrie forme. Exeunt * 

Enter a me finger to Lord fiafttngs. 

Mefft What ho my Lord.' 

H*(l. Who knocks at the doore ? 

Jldefft A meffenger from the Lord Stanley . Enter Lo.Haft* 
H*(l. Whats a clocke ? 

AfcJftVpon the ttroke of foure. 

Haft. Cannot thy matter fleepc \ he tedious nights ? 

Meff. So u Lhuulvl feeme by that I haue to fay : 

Firft 






^'Richarg.r#* Third. 

Firft he commends him to your noble Lontflrip/' 

Haft. An d then. Mef.And then he fends you word. 

He dreamt to night, the Boarc had catt his helme : 

Bcfides he fayes, there are twocounfels held, 

^ nd that many be determined attheone, 

Which may make you and him torew at the other, 
Therefore he fends roknow y'Uir Lordfhips pleafurc 
If prefcncly you will take horie w ith him. 

And with all fpeedy poft into the North, 

To Chun the danger thathis loulcdiuines. 

Haft. Good fellow/ goe rcturne vntomy Lord; 

Bid him not fearc the feparated counfrls.* 

His honour and my felfe arc at the one , 

And at the other is my feruant Catesbj : 

Where nothing can proceede that touchech vs. 

Whereof I iliadi net. haue. intelligence. 

Tell him his feares are fhallow wanting inftancy. 

And for Ins dreames I wonder he is fo fond, 

Totruft the mockeiy ©Fv iquiet (lumbers. 

To flic the B >arc heferc the Boare perfues vs. 

Were to inccnee the Boarc to follow vs, 

And make putfuice where he did meane to chafe : 

Go bid thy matter rife and come to me, 

A§d wee will both together to the Tower, 

Where he (hall fee the Boare will vfe vs kindly, 

Afejffi Mygracious^kdrd He tell him what you fay, Ez.it . 

Enter (fatesby to Lord Haftings. 

Cat . Many good morrowes to my noble Lord. 

Haft. Good morrow Catesby : you are early Sirring, 
What newes,wh or ne ,ves.in this our. tottering ft ate ? 

(ftat. it is a reding world indeedemy Lord, 

And I belccuc twill n uer ftand vprighc 
Till Pjchard wcare the Garland of the Rem c 

Haft . Wbo > weare the Garland ? doett thou meafte the 
Cat . I my good Lord. fCrowne? 

Haft . lie haue this crowne of mine, cut-from my ftlovil- 
Ere I will fee the crownc fo loule mhplatte : (ders* 

But cantt thou gefle that he doth ay me at it ? 

CW.Vpon my life my L. and hopes to finde you forward 

F 3 Vpon 
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Vpon his party for the gaine there of. 

And there vpon he fends you this good newest 
That this fame very day, your enemies, 

The kindred of rhe Quecne, mud die at c PomWet * 

Haft. Indeed c l am no mourner for this newes? 

Bccaufe they hauc bcene (till mine enemies : 

But that lie giue my voyce on Richards fide, 

To birre my mafters heires in true dife m, 

God knowes I will not do it to the death, 

Crf/.Godkecpc your Lord (hip in chat gracious minde, 
Haft. But l.fliall laugh at this a twelmomh hence. 

That they who brought me to my mafias bate, 

I line to lookc vpon their tragedy: 

I tell thee Catesby . Cat. What my Lord ? 

Haft . Fre a Fortnight make me elder. 

He fend iome packing that yet chinkc not one it* 

Cat . Tis a vile thing to die my gracious Lord 
Whcntnen are vpprepard, and lookc not for it, 

Haft. O monftrous, monftrous, and fo fals it out 
With Twitters yaughanfiray, and fb twill doo 
With fbme men eke, who thinke thcmfelucs as fafe 
As thou, and I, who as thou know ft are dcarc 
To Princely Richard , and to Buckingham. 

Cat. The Princes both make high account of you. 

For they account his head vpon the bridge . 

Haft A know they doc and I hauc well deferued it* 

Enter L ord St unity. 

What my L. where is yout Boare-fpcarc man ? 

Feare you the Boarc, and goe you fo vnprouided ? 

Stan. My-L-good morrow; good morrow Caubyx 
You may ieft one, but by the holy Roode, 

] doc not like thefe feuerall counfels I. 

Haft. My L.I hold my life as dearc as you doeyours, 
And ncuer in my life 1 doe proteft. 

Was it mote precious to me then it is now, 

Thinke you but that I know our ftate fecurc, 

3 would befo triumphant as, lam ? 

Stan. The Lords ot Pomfret when they rode from London^ 
Were iocund ; and fuppofde their ftates was fure, 

• v And 



t 



~bf Kicnara the Thirds 

^ndindeedehad nocaufeto tniftrtift/ 

But yet you fee how foone the cay orccaft. 

This fuddaen fcab of rancor I mildoubt. 

Pray God I foy, I prouc a needle fle coward, 

But come my Lord (hail we to the Tower ? 

Haft , I go : but flay, hcare you not the newes ? 

This day thole men you talke of are beheaded. 

St a. They for t heir truth might better weare their heads. 
Then fomr that baue accufcd ihem weare their hats 
Bat come my Lrict vs away. Exit. L. Stanley > & Cat . 

Ha$ 7. Go you before lie follow prefently. 

Enter Ha flings a 'Burfiuant. 

H*ft* Wei! mec Haft mgs, how goes the world with thee f 
Pur. 7 he better that it pleafe your good Lordfhip to ask? 
Haft. I fell thee ft l!cw ,t is better with me now, 

Then when I met thee laft where now weemeete 
The n was Igoing prifoncr to the Tower, 

By the fuggeftion of the Qucenes alies .• 

But now I tell thee (keepe it to thy felfe) 

This dayihofc cnemyes are put to death. 

And I in better ftaterhen euer I was# 

Fur. God 1 old it to your Hcnours good content. 

H«ft- Gramcrcy Hafttngs, hold fpend thou that. 

Hegwes him his purfe. 

Tur. God Guc your Lordfhip. Exit. pur. Enter a Prieft. 
Hfft . _What Sir John , you are well met: 

I am beholding to you for your laft dayes exercife : 

Come the next $abboth,and I will content you.Hcrchifpers 
Enter Buckingham. (in his cart. 

Bttc. How now Lord Chamberlaine , what talking with a 
Your fricnd*at T>omfret ihey doe need thcPrieft# (prieft, 
Youi Honour hath no ftriuing worke in hand. 

//tfy?.Goodfairh, and when I met this holy mao, 

Thole men you t*!kc of, came into my minde ; 

What, go you to the T o.wcr my Lord ? 

Buc. I do, bijt long I iliall not flay, 

I fhall rccurne before your Lordlhip thence. 

Haft. Tis like enough for I flay dinner there. 

5 #*. And fupper too although toon ksoweft ft not t 
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Come fhall wee goe along ? 

Enter Sir Richard Ratl/ffe avitbthe Lord Riuers 
G ray and F'aufrhain , pnfeners 2 
Rat. Ccme bring for lube prifbners. 

Rtu. Sir Rtchard/^r/^Jet’ me tell thee this : 

Today thou iMItbe hoId a-f/bieCc die, 

For truth for <ffc'ty and foi* loyalty. 

Gray. God keepe the Prince from all the packs ofyou : 
A knot yoiiarcofdamned blood-fuckers. 

Rm O Pomfret , Pomfret. O thou bloody prifon, 

Fatrall and ominous ro noble Peares : 

W itiiin die guilty clofure of thy W 3 lles 
Richard the feeondheerewas haeke to death: 

And for more daunder to thy difmall Joule, 

We giue thee vp our guihlefle blood to drinker * 

» Gray. Now Margreis curie it falne vpolf our head^ ' 

For ftanding by 3 when Richard fiabd her fonne* 

Rim. T hen curft (lie Hayings, then curd Hie Buckingham, 
Then curft (he Richard. O remember God, 

To hcare her prayers for them as now for vs. 

And for my fiftcr and her princely fonne .* 

Be fatisfied deare God w ith our true bloods. 

Which as thou knoweft vniuftly muft^be fpilt. 

Rat. Come 5 come, difpatch , the limit of your Hues is out. 
RtM A Come Gray , come Vaugham^ let vs all imbrace 
^nd take our leaucs vtitill we rneetc in heauen. Exeunt . 

Enter the Lords to counfell . 

Hatt. My Lords at once, the caufc why wee are met, 

Is to determine of the Coronation. 

In Gods name fay when is this royal] day ? 

Rue. Art all things fitting for that roy all time ? 

XW.Icis, and let but nomination. 

Bifi. To morrow then, I geffe a happy time. 

Buc. Who knowes the Lord ‘Protettors mindc herein ? 
Whois moft inward with the noble Duke ? hismincf 
Bijh. Why you my L.me thinks you flhould fooneft know 
Bug. Who I my Lord > we know each others faces: 

But for our hearts, he knowes no more of mine, 

Then I of yours : nor I no more ofhis 5 then you of mine, 

Lord 
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Lord Haftings, you and he are ncere in loue. 

Haft. I thankc his grace, I know he loues me well r- 
Buc for his purpofe in the Coronation 
I haue not founded kim,nor he deliuered 
His graces plcafure any way therein: 

But you my L. may name the time. 

And in the Dukes behalfe lie giue my yoycc. 

Which I prefume he will take in good part. 

Bt(k. Now in good time hecre comes the Duke himfclfe. 
Enter (ft locefier. 

Glo. My noble L. and eoufens all good morrow, 

I haue beene long a fieepc, but now I hope 
My abfence doth negl&St no great defignes. 

Which by my prefence might haue beene concluded. 

Bus. Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 

Wtlliam L. Haftings had now pronounft your part : 

I mcane your voyce from crowning of the King. 

Glo. Then my L. Haftings , no man might be bolder, 

His Lordfhip knowes me well, and loues me well. 

Haft , I thankc your grace. 

Glo. My Lord of Elie. 

Bifls My Lord. 

Glo. When I waalaftin Holbome, 

I fawgood ftrawberies in your garden there, 

I doe befeech you fend for feme of them. 

Bift). I goe my Lord. 

Glo. Coufen Buckingham, a word with you : 

Catesby hath founded Haftings in our bufineffe. 

And Andes the tefty gentleman fb hotc. 

As he will Ioofe his head ere giue confenc. 

His maifters fonneaswotfhipfullhetcrmesit. 

Shall Ioofe the royalty of Englands throanc. 

Buc, Withdraw you hence my L, He follow you. Ex. Glo. 
Dar. Wc haue not yet fet downc this day of triumph. 

To morrow in mine opinion is too foone : 

Fori my felfe am not fo well prouided. 

As clfe I would be, were the day prolonged. 

Enter the Bijhopof Elie. ( berries. 

1 Protestor,! haue fent for thefe flraw- 
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Haft, 




The Tragedie 

Haft. His grace lookcs chcrefully and fmooth to day, 

Thers fomc conccitc or other liks him well, 

When he doth bid good morrow' with fuch a fpirit, 

I thinkc there is neucr a man in Chriftendomc , 

That can lefier hide his lone or hate then bee : 

For by his face ftraight fhall you know his heart* 

Dar. What of his heart pcrcciuc you in his face, 

By any likelihood he (lie wed to day ? 

Haflu Marry that with no man here he is offended, 

For if he were, he would haue fliewdc it in bis face. 

Dar. I pray God he be not, I fay. 

Enter Glocefter . 

Glo . I pray you all , what do they deferue 
That do confpire my death with diuelifh plot? 

Ofdamned witchciafr, and that haue preuaild 
Vpon my body with their hellifh charmes ? 

//*/?.Thc tender louel beare your grace my Lord 
Makes me moft forward in this noble prefence. 

To doomc the offenders whatfoeucr they be : 

I fay my Lord they haue deferued death, 

Glo y Then be your eyes the wirneffe of this ill. 

See how r I am bewircht, behold mine arme 
Js like a blaftcd fapling withered vp. 

This is that Edwards wife, that monftrous witch, 

Conferred with that harlot flrumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcraft thus lnue marked me. 

Haft. If they haue done this thing my gracious Lord. 

Gl&. If thou c Protettord this damned ftrumpet, 

Teift thou me of iffs ? thou art a traitor- 
Off with hts head; Now by Saint Paul, 

I will not dine to day I fvvere, 

Vntill I fee the fime/ome fee it done : 

The reft that !ouc me, come and follow me. j Exeunt 
Haft W o, wo, for England, not a whit for m t*Cayvitb 
For I too fond might haue preuented this : 

Stanley c\A dr amc the boare did race hishdme, 

But I difdaind it and did fcornc to flie. 

Three rimesxo day my footccloth horfe did fturnble, 

And ftarted when he lookt vppn the Tower, 

^ A* 2 
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As loth to beare me to the flaughter-houfe. 

Oh now I warrant the Prieft that ipake to me, 

I now repent I told the Putfiuanr, 

^stwere triumphing at mine enemies. 

How they at Pemfret bloodily were butcherd. 

An d I my felfe fecure in grace and fauour , 

Oh CMargrct, Margret.: now thy heauie curte 
Is lightened on poore Haft mgs wretched head. ^ 

{ Cat. Difpatch my Lord ,t he Duke would bee at dinner .• 
Make a Ihort ftirift he longs to fee your head . 

Haft.O momentary date of worlly men. 

Which we more hunt for, then forthe grace of heauen.- 
Who builds his hopes inthc sire of your faire looses, 

Liues like a drunken fayler on a matt. 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downc 

Into the fatall bowels of the deepe. 

Come leade me to the bioeke, beare him my head. 

They fmile at me, that fbortly fhall be dead Exeunt i 

Enter Duke ofGlocefter, and Buckingham,™ armour. 
Glo. Come coufen,canft thou quake & change thy colours 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word, 

And then begin againe and flop againe, 

tA* if thou wert deftraughtand madd with terror, 

Buc. T ut feare not me, 

I can countetfeitthe deepc T raiedian, 

Speake and looke backe and prie on euery fide j 
/ntending deepe fufpition gaftlylookes 
Ate at my feruice like inforced fmiles. 

And both are ready in theit offices 

To grace my ftratagsms. Enter fifaior, 

Glo. Here comes the maior. 

Let me alone to entertaine him. Lord maior 
glo. Looke to the drawbridge there. 

Bue. The reafon we haue fent for you. 

Glo .Cate sly ousr lcoke the walks. 

Rac Harke,/ heareadrumnne, 

Glo' Looke backe defend thee, here are enemies, 

Buc. God and cur inocency defend vs 
Glo. 0,0, be quiet, it is Cate thy. 

G a 
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Enter Catesby VPttb Haft in gs bead. 

CatMzcrt is the head of that ignoble traitor, 

The dangerous and vnfufpe<ftcd Hayings. 

Glo. Sodeare I lou’d the man, that I muff weeper 
I sooke him for the plained harmelefTe man, 

That breathed vpon this earth a Chriftian.- 
Looke ye my Lord Maior : 

I made him mybooke wherein my fbule recorded 
The Hiftory of all her fccret thoughts : 

So fmooth he daub’d his vice with fhew of vertue, 
That his apparent open guilt omitted : 

I meane his Conuerfation with Shores wife, 

He laid from all attainder offufpe<ft. 

5 »c.WJ!,well,hc was the couertft fhelired traitor 
That euer liu’d, would you haue imagined, 

Or alrooft beleue.wercitnot by great preferuation 
Wc liue to tell it you ? the fubtil# traitor 
Had this day plotted in the counfell houfe. 

To murder me and my good Lord Glocefler. 

Ma What had he fo ? 

Glo. What thinks ye, we arc T urkes or Infidel*, 
Ortbatweefhould againft thecourfeofLaw, 
Proceede thus rafhly to the villaines death, 

But that the extreame perrill of the cafe, 

The peace ofEngland, and ourpcrlbnsfafety 
Inforft vs to this execution ? 

Ma. Now faire befall you,he deferu ed his death, 
And you my good L. both haue well proceeded, 
Towarne falfe traitors from the like attempts : 
jt neuer looke for better at his hands. 

After he once fell in with Mtftris Shore , 

Glo . Yet had not we determined he Ihould die, 
Vntillyour Lord Chip came to lee his death, 

Which now the longing haft ofthefe our friends 
Some what againft our meaning haue preuented, ' 
Becaufc my Lord, we would haue had you heard 
The traitor fpeake, and dmeroufly confefTe 
The manner, and the purpofe ©f his treafbn, 

That you might well haue fignified the fame. 
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Vi'totbe Citizens, who happily may .. 

Mifconfture vs in him, and waile his death. 

Ma. My good L your gracious word (hall ferue, 

As well as i had Iceneor heard him fpeake .• 

And doubt you not right noble Princes both, 

But He acquaint your dutious Citizens 
Withal 1 , your iu'i proceedings in this cafe. 

Glo. And to that end we wifh your Lordfhip here, 

To auoyd the carping cenfurcs of the world. 

Buc. But fince you came too late of our intents. 

Yet witneffe what we did intend, and fo my Lord adue. 

Glo, Aker .after coufcn Buckingham. Exit Maior, 

The Maior towaids Gutld-hall hies him in all poft. 

There at your meeteft aduantage of the time, 

Inferre the baftavdy of Edwards children : 

Tell them how Sdward put to death a Citizen, 

Onriy for faying he would make his fonne 
Hcire tothe Crowne, meaning (indeede) his houfe, 

Which by the figne thereof was rearmed fo. 

Moreouer. vrge his hatefull luxury. 

And beaftiall appetite in changcof iuft. 

Which ftretched to their feruants, daughters, Wines, 

Eucn where his luftfull eye, or fauage heart, 

Without controle lifted to make his prey : 

Nay fox a need thus Carre come neare my perfon, 

Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Of that vnfatiat Edward, noble Torkf, 

My princely father then had warresin France , . 

_^nd by iuft computation of the time, 

Found, that the ifluc was not his begot. 

Which well appeared in his lineaments, N 

Being nothing like the noble Duke my father 
But touch this fparingly as it were farre off, 

Becaufeyou know my Lord.my brother liues. 

Buc. Fearenotmy Lord, lie play the Oratdr 
A$ if the golden fee for which I pleade, 

Were for my felfe, 

G/a.Ifyou thriuc well, bring them to Baynards Caftld* 
Where you fhall finde me well accompanied 

G 5 ' With 
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With reuerend fathers and well learned Bifhops^ 

Bm, About three or foure a clocke looke to heate 
Wbarnewes Guild-hall afforifeth/md fo my Lord farewell, 
Glo. Now vviil I in to take fome priuie order (Ex , Buc, 
7 b draw the Braces of £larence } out of fight, 
sin d to giue notice that no manner of perfon 
tsii any time haue recourfe vnto the Princes. Exit, i 

Enter a Scriuener with a paper in his hand. 

This is the indidlmentofthcgood Lord Haflings l 
Which in a fet hand fairely is ingrofl’d, 

That it may be this day red ouer in Pauls : 

/hid marke how well the fequell hangs together, 

Eleuen houres I fpent to writ it ouer, 

Foryefternightby fatesby was it brought me, 

7‘he prefident was full as long a dooing. 

And yet within thefe flue houres Iiu’d Lord TIafli»gs 
Vhtainted,vnexamined :free at liberty .• 

Here’s a good world the while, Why who’s fo grofTe 
That fees not this palpable deuice ? 

Yetwbofo blind butfayeshe feesitnot ? 

Bad is the world and ail will come to nought. 

When fuch bad dealing muft be feene in thought : Exit, j 

EnterGlecefler at eve doore Buckingham at another. 

Glo. How noW my Lord what fayes the Citizens ? i 
Buc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The Citizens are mummeandfpeakenota word. i" 
Glo. Toucht you the baftardy of Edwards Children ? 

Buc. I did.* with the infatiace greedinefle of his defires, 

His tyranny for trifles : his owne baftardy, 

As being got your father then in France : 

Withall i did inferre your lineaments, 

Being the right Idea of your father .* 

Both in forme and nobleneffe of mindc .• 

Layd vpon all your victories io Scotland : 

Your Difcipline in warre,wifedome in peace.* 

Your bounty, vertue, faire humilitie : 

Indcede left-nothing fitting for the purpofe 
Vntouch’tor fleightly handled in difeourfe • 

And when my oratory grew to end. 
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Ibad them that loues their Countries good, . 

Cry God faue Richard England* royall King, 

Gib. A , and did they fo? 

.Bw.NofoGodhelpeme, 

Buthkc dumbe ftatucs or brcathlcfle floncs, 

Gazdc each on other and lock: deadly pale : 

Which when I faw, 1 reprehended them : 

And afkt the Maior what meanes this wilful hlencc. 

His anfvverc was the people were not wont 
To be fpooke too, but by the Recorder. 

Thtnhe was vrgde tote’ll my talc againe.* 

Thus faith iheDnke,thus hath the Duke mferd : 

But nothing fpakc in warrant from mmfclfe ■ 

When he had done, fomc followers of mine owne 
At the lower end of the hall, hurled vp their caps, 

And fomc ten voyccs cryed,God faue King Richard 
Tiiankes noble Citizens and friends quoth I, 

This qenerail applaufc and iouingfhoute, 

Argues your wifedome and your loue to Richard : 
Andfobiakc off and came away. 

Glo, what tonguclcfie blockes were they, would the y not 
Buc. No by my troth my Lord, ffpeakc ? 

Gl>. Will not the Mayor then, and his brethren come ? 
Buc. The Mayor is hccie. -and intend fomc fcare, 

B ; not fpoken withall, but with mighty fine : 

And looke you get a prayer booke in your band. 

And (land betwixt two Church-men good my Lord, 

For on that ground lie build a holy defcant; 

Be not cafie wonne to our requeft : 

Play the maydespart, fay no, but take it. 

G/o.Fearc not me,if t!ioucanft picadcas well for them. 

As 1 can fay nay to thee for my felfe. 

No doubt weele bring it to a happy iffue. 

Buc. you (hali fee what I can do.get you vp to the leads , Ex 
Now my Lord Maior, you danceattendance heere, 

I thinke the Duke will not be fpoken withall. Enter (atesby 
Here comes his feruanr : how now Cateiby , what fayes hec ? 
Cat. My Lord he doth intreat your grace 
Tovifit him to morrow, or next day: 
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He is within an4 two rcuerend Fathers, 

Diuinely bent to;rr.editation, • 

And in no worldly line would he be mou’d, 

To draw him from his holy excrcife. 

B Re turnegeod Catesbj ro .th.y Lord againe. 

Tell him my fcIfc,cheMaior and Citizens, 

In deepe defignes and matters of great moment. 

No idle .importing chemthen our generall good, 

Ara come to haue fome conference with his grace. 

Cat. He tell him what you fay my Lord. Exit, 

B uc. A ha my Lord, this Prince is not an Edward .* 

He is not lulling on a lea wd day bed. 

But on his knees at meditation .• 

Not dallying with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuincs : 

Not Beeping to ingrefle his idle body. 

But praying to inrich his watchful! foule, 

Happy were England, would this gracious prince 
Take on himfelfe the foueraignety thereon. 

But fure I fearc we fhall neuer winnehimtoit. 

Ma, Marry God forbid his grace fhould fay vs nay. 

S»ter Catesbj . 

Buc. I fearc he will, how now Catesbj, 

What fayes your Lord ? 

Cat.My Lord he wonders to what end you haue aflcmblcd 
Such troopcs of Citizens to fpeake with him. 

His grace noc being warnd thereof before : 

My lord,hefearcs you meaneno good to him. 

Buc. Sory I am my noble coufen fhould 
Sufpc& me that I meane no good to him. 

By heauen I come in perfe<51 loue to him. 

And fo once more rcturne and tell his grace : 

When holy and deuout religious men, 

Ait at their beads, tis hard to daw them hence. 

So fweete is zealous contemplation. 

Enter 'Bfeb, and two Bi(kofs aloft. 

JMai, Sec where he Bands betweene two Clergtmen. 
But. T woprops of vertue for a ChriBian Prince : 

To Bay him from the fall of vanity, 

Famous 
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Famous Plantagenet, moB gracious prince, 

Lend fauorable cares to my rcqueB : 

And pardon rs the interruption 
Of thy demotion and right ChriBian zeale. 
qlo. My Lord, there needs no fuch Apologie, 

I rather doe befeech you pardon me, 

Who earnefl in the feruice of my God, 

Neglect the vifitation of my friends : 

Butleauing this,what is your graces pleafureP 
Bmc . Euen that Ihope which pleafethGad aboue, 

And all good men of this vngouernd Ile« 

Glo. I doe fufpe<B, I haue done fome offence, 

That feeme difgracious in the Cities eyes, 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance.* 

Buc. You haue ray Lord : would it pleafe your grace 
At our intreaties to amend that fault. 

Glo. Elfa wherefore breath I in a ChriBian land ? 

Buc. Then know it is your fault that you tefigne 
The Supreaaie Seate,the throanomaieflicall, 

The Scepter ofii ce of your Anceflors. 

The lineail glory of your royall Houle, 

To the corruption of a blemilht flockc : 

Whileft in the mildenefTe of yourfleepie thoughts. 

Which hcere wc waken to your Countries good .* 

This noble lie doth want his proper ltmbes. 

Her face defac’t with fears of infamy. 

And almoft Ihouldred in this fwailowing gulph 
Of blinde forgetfullneffe and darke obhuion : 

Which to recouer we hartily folicite 

Your gracious fclfe to take on you the foucraignty^bereof, 

Not as ‘Frotetlor , Steward, Subfiitute, 

Nor lowly fa&or for an others gaine ? 

But as fucceffiuely from blood to blood, 

Your right of birth your Eroperie,your ownc ; 

Forthis conforted with the Citizens, 

Your worthipful! and Very -louing friends, 

And by there vehement inftigation, 

In this mB fute come I to mone your Grace. 

Glo, I know not whither to depart in filer.ee, 
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Or bitterly to fpcJtke in your rep;Opfe, 

Beft ficjeft my degree or your condition : 

Tour lone def rues my thankcs, but my d.fcrt 
Vnmeritable fh mes your high rcqueft, 

Fit ft if all obftacles were cut away, 

And that my path were eiied to the crowne. 

As my right reuenew and due by biitb, 

Tet fo much is my pouerty ot {piri c, 

So mighty au4 io many my deleft », 

As I had ra^b.ei|iidem#fi:om my gs'catrteffc. 

Being a Baikc'tobrqoke no mighty fca 3 
Then in my gre^cil^ffeCQUet to be hid. 

And in the vapour ofmy glory finothered; 

But God be jfjatiked tbers no neede tor me, 

And march I neede tq hdpe you ifneede were, 

The royal! tree hath left vs royal! fruice, 

Which mellowed by the Healing hbures of time. 
Will well b.econtie the feate of maiefty • 

Amd make no doubt vs happy by his raigne, 

On him I lay, what you would on me : 

The right and fortune of his happy ftaires. 

Which God defend that Ifhould wring from him. 

Bue.My Lord this argues conlcienc'e in your grace 
But the re{p,e'<^s thereof afc’niee'and trivial!, 
Allcircumftanccs well cefidered. 

Ton fay that Edward is your brothers fonne, 

So fay we too,byt not. by Edwards wife : 

For firft he was.contra&ed to Lady Lucie, 

Tour mother hues, a witneffe to that vow, 

And afterwards by fubftitute betrothed 
To Bona lifter to the King of France, 

Thefe both put by a poore peticicner, 

A care, crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty-waining and diftreffed widdoW, 

Euen in the afternoone of her beft dayes, 

Made price and purchace of his luftfull eye. 

Seduce the pitch and height of all his thoughts, 

To bale declenlion loathed bigamie. 

By her in this vnlawfull bed he got, 
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This Edward,vil\om our manners terme the Prince; 
More bitterly could expoflulate, 

Saue that for reuereiice to fome aliite 
I gine a fparing limet to ray tongue : 
lien good my Lord, take to your royail felfe. 

This proffered benefit of dignity ? 

If not to blefle rs and the land witnalu 
Yet to draw out your royail ftockc, 

Fiom the corruption of abufietime, 

Vnto a lineal! true deriued courfc. 

May. Do, good ray Lord, your citizens entreat you 
Cat . O make them ioyfull, grant their lawfull lute* 
(?/*. Alas, why fhould you heape thofe cares ©n 
lam vjific for ftatc and dignity : 

Idoebdcech you take itnotamiffe, 

I cannot,nor I will not y celd to you. 

Sac. If you refufc it as in loue and zeale. 

Loth to depofe the childe your brothers fonne, 

As well we know your tenderneffe of heart. 

And gentle kind effeminate remorfe. 

Which we haue noted in you to youre kio, 

And equally indeed to all eftates. 

Yet whether you except our fute or no, 

J’our brothers fonne (hall ncuer raigne our King, 

But we will plant fome other in the throne. 

To the difgrace and downcfallofyour houfer 
And In this refolution here I leaue you, 

Come Citizens, zounds, He intreat no more. 

Glo . O doe not fweare my Lord of Buckingham, 

Cat . Call them againe,my Lord and accept their fute 
A»o . Do good my Lord, leaft all the land doe rew it. 
Glo, Would you enforce me to a world of care ? 

Well call them againe,I am not made of ftones. 

But penetrable to your kind intreats, 

Albeit againft my confcience and my foule, 

Coufen of Buckingham^ nd you (age graue oten* 
Since you will buckleforcune on My backc, 

To bears the burthefi whether I Will or no, 

I mu(t haue patience to endure the loads* 

H z 
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But if blacks Icandall or fo foule fac’t reproach 
At tend the fequell of your impofition. 

Your mecrc inforcemenc fhall acquittance me 
Fro n all the impure blots and ftames thereof. 

For God he knowes and you may partly fee. 

How farre I am from the defire thereof. 

May, God blefle your grace, we fee it, and will fay it. 

Git. In laying fo,you flaall but lay the cruth. 

Buc. Then I falute you with this kingly title : 

Long liue King Richard } EngWndt royall King, 

May. Amen, 

Buc. Tomorrow will it pleafe you to be crown’d? 

Glo . Euen when you will,fince you will haue it fo. 

Bus. To morrow then we will attend your grace. 

(jlo. Come let vs to our holy taske againe .* 

Farewell good coufen, farewell gentle friends. Exeunt. 
Enter Queens mother , Dutches of Torke, Marques 
Dorfet at cue deore, Dutches of Gloeejler 
at another doore . 

2> ut. Who sneetes ri heeie my Neece Plant agenet % 

Q*. Sifter well met, whither away fofaft ? 

Dut. Glo . No farther then the Tower, and as I guelTc, 
^pon the like deuotion as your felues, 

To gratulate the tender princes there. 

Qu. Kind lifter thankes weele enter all together. 

Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower. 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 

M. Lieutenant, pray you by your leauc. 

How fares the Prince i 

Lieu. Well Maddatn and in health : but by your leaue, 

I may not fuffrr you to v.lit him, 

The King bath ftraightly charged to the contrary. 

Qu. The King, why, who’s that? 

Lieu. I cry you mercy I meanc the Lord Trotettor. 

Qu. The Lord proteil him from that Kingly title : 

Hath he fet bonds betwixt there loueand me: 

I am their mother who fhould keepe me from them ? 

I am ch eir father, mother, and w ill fee them , 

D ut. Glo, Their Auiu 1 am in law. in louc their mother : 

' ■ Ti 
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fhen feare not thou, He beare thy blame," 

^nd take thy office from thee one my perill. 

Lieu. I doe bcfeccb your graces all to pardon me t 
I am bound by oath, I may not doe it. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Stan. Let me but meete your Ladies at anhoure hence. 
And lie falute your grace of T orke, as mother .* 

^nd reuerent looker one, of two fatre Queeaes. 

Come Madam, you muft goe with me to tVefiminfier , 
Thereto be crowntd Richards royall Queene. 

Qa. O cut my lace in funder, that my pent heart 
May haue fome fcope to beate,or elfe I found 
With this deadliking newes. 

Dor.Madam haue comfort, how fares your grace? 

Qu. O Dorfet , Ipeakenot to me, get thee hence. 
Death and dcftru&ion dogge thee at the hecles. 

Thy mothers name is ominous to children. 

If thou wilt ouer ftrip dcatf^goe croffe the Seas, 
dnd Hue with Tjohwond from the race of hell, 

Goe hie thee, hie thee, from this flaughter-houfe, 

Leaft thon increace the number of the dead, 

^jfna make me die the thrall of Margrets curie. 

Nor mother, wife, nor Englands counted Queene. 
Snr.Fiill of wife care is this your counfell Madam, 
Take all the fwift aduantage af the time, 

You fhall haue letters from me to my fonne, 

To meece you on the way and welcome you. 

Be not taken tardy by vnwife delay. 

Dut, J or. O ill d i fperfing winde of mifer y, 

0 ray accurled wombe the bed of death, 

A Cokatrice hath thou hatcht to the world, 

Whole vnavoyded eye is murtherous. 

Stan. Come Madam, I in all haft was fent for. 

Dm. And I in aU vnwtllingnefTe will goe, 

1 would to god that the indufiue verge 
Ofgoulden mettall that muft round my browe, 

Were redhotte ftceleto leare me to the bratne, 
^fnnoynted let me be with deadly poyfon, 
v^nd die etc meo can fay God faue the Queene. 

h 3 ' 
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Oa . Alas poore foule, I cnujle not thy glory. 

To (cede my humor, wifli thy fdfeno harme. 

Dut.Glo. No, when he that is my husband now* 

Came to me I followed Henries couvCe, 

When the blood was fcarfc wafht from his hands, 

Which ifTued from my other angeil husband. 

And that dead faint, which then I weeping followed, 
O.When I (ay, I lookt on Richards faee, 

This was my wifb.be thou quoth I accurft. 

For making me fo yong fo old a widow. 

And when thou wedft.let forrow haunt thy bed. 

And be thy Wife if any be lb badde 
As mi(erablc by the death ofthee. 

As thou haft made me by my deare Lords death, 

Loe cuen I can repeate this curie againe, 

Euen in fo (hort a (pace, my womans heart 
Crofly grew captiucto his hony words, 

And prou’d the fubie£ls of mine owne foules curie, 

Which tuer fince hath kept mine eyes from fleepe, 

For neucr yet, one houre in his bed, 

Haue I enioyed the golden dew of fleepe, 

But haue bene waked by his timerous dreames, 

Befides he hates me for my father Warreicke, 

And will Ihortly be rid of me. 

Qtt. Al as poore foule, I pitty thy complaints* 

Dut.Glo. No more then from my foule I mouraeforyouts 
Qu. Farewell, thou woefull welcomerof glory. 

Dm. glo. ^due poore foule thou takeft thy leaueofit. 
Dm .T or . Go thou 10 Richmond 8c good fortune guide thtc 
Go thou to ‘RJchardyZnd good Angels guard thee, 

Go thou to fanfluary.gocd thoughts pofleffe thee, 

I to my graue where peace and reft lie with me. 

Eighty old yeares offcrrow haue I fcenc. 

And each houres ioy wrackt with a weeke of teener 

The trumpets found, Enter RJchard crowned, Bucking” 
ham , Cateshy,with other J^ohles 
A’wjf. Stand all a part, Coufcn of Buckingham, 

Glue me thy hand : Here he afetnds his throne • 
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WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III (STC22320) LONDON, 162 



Thus high hy thy aduice 

Aod thy afliftance is King Richard feated .♦ 

Bui fliail we were thefe honours for a day? 

Gt (hall they laft and vrcreioyce in them? 

Buc. Still liue thcy.and foreuer may they laft. 

King, O Buckingham now I doe play the touch, 

7 o try it thou be currant gold ndtede : 

Tong Edward lines rthinke how whatl would fay 
Buc. Say on my gracious (oueraigRe. 

K'r.g Why Buckingham ,1 fay I would be King. 

Buc. Why ioc you arc my thrice renowned Liege, 
King. Ha : am I King ? tis fo.but EdwardMvxct, 

Buc . True noble Prince. 

King. O bitter confluence, 

Thar Edward ftill fhould liue true noble Prince, 
Coufcn thou wert not wont to be fo dull , 

Shall Ibeplainel wifli the baftardsdead. 

And I would haue. it fuddainly performde, 

What faieft thou ? fpeakc fuddcnly, be briefe, 

Buc, 7our grace may doe your pleafure. 

King, Tut, tut, thou art all yce, thy kindenefle frcczetb 
Say,hauel thy confcnttbat they (hall die ? 

Buc. Giucme fomebrepth my Lord, 

Before I pDfitiuely fpeake herein : 

I will refolue your grace imediatlie. 

Cat. The King is angry fee he bites his lip. 

King,! wiU conucrfe with iron wittie fooles, 

And vnrefpeftiuc Toyes , none are for me 
That looke into me with considerate eyes : 

•Say, high reaching Buckingham growes circumfpesSt. 
Toy. Lord. 

King. Knowft thou not any whome corrupting gold 
Would tempt vnto a clofe exploit of death. 

Boy. My Lord, I know a difcontented Gentleman, 
Whole humble meanes matcht not bis haughty minde, 
Go’d were as good as twenty Orators, 
aud will no doubt tempt him to any thing, 
i King, What is his name? 

B»y, His name my Lord, is Terrill. 



King. Goe call him hither prefcndy.' 

The deepe refoluing witty Buckingham, 

No more fhal! be the neighbour to my counfcll. 

Hath he fo long held out with me vntirde, 

^nd flops he now for breath ? 

Enter Darby. 

How now what newes with you ? 

T)ar. My Lord I heare the Marquefle Dorftt 
I* fled to Richmond, in thofe parts be yond the feas 
Where he abides. 

King.Catesby. Cat. My Lord? 

King. Rumor is abroad 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping dole; 

Enquire me out fomc mecne borne Gentleman, 
Whome I will marry ftraight to Clarence danghter 
The boy is foolifh and I fcare not him : 

Looke how thou dreamft : I lay againe,giue out 
That Anne my wifeis ficke and like to die. 

About it, for it ftands me much vpon. 

To flop all hopes whole growth may damage me, 

I muft be martied to my brothers daughter. 

Or elfe my Kingdom# ftands ©n brittle glafle, 

Murther her brother,and then marry her, 

Vncertaine way of gaine, but I am in 
So farre in blood, that fin plucks on fin, 

Teares falling picric dwels not in this eye. 

Enter T trrtl. 

Is thy name Tirrell 

Tir. lames Tirrel, and your moft obedient fubiedh 
King. Art thou indeed ? 

Tir. Prone me my gracious foueraigne. 

King, Dar’ft thou tefolue to killa friend of mine ? 

Tir. I my Lord .but I had rather kill two deepe enemies 
Ktng.YJ hy there thou haft it, two deepe enemyes. 

Foes to my reft that my fwcetc fleepes diftuibs, 

Are they that I would naue thee deale vpon : 

Ttrrel, I meane thofe baftards in the Tower. 

Tir , Let me haue nacanes to come to them, 







cj Richard the Third. 

And foone lie rid you from the fcare of them. 

King. Thou fingft fweetemuficke.Come hither Tirrill, 
Goby that token ,nfr and le d thine eare , Etee whifpers in 
Tisnomorcbutfo J faiy,is it done hteeare , 

And I wil 1 loue thee and preferre theetod. 

Tir. Tis done my good Lord. 

ijw^.Shall wee heare from thee TirreB,cte we fleepc ? 

Tir. Yea my good Lord. Enter ’Buckingham. 

Buc. My Lord, I hau<- confidered in my mind. 

The late demand that you did found me m. 

King. Well ler that pafle Dorfct'n fled to Richmond. 

Bhc. I heare that newes my Lord. 

K 'mg . Stanley , he is your wiues fonne:W ell lookt too it. 
Hue. My Lord I claime your gift, my due by'promife. 

For which your honor and your faith is pavi hd, 

The Earledome of Herfordand the moueables. 

The which you promifed I ihould poflefl’e. 

King. Stanly looke to your wife, if they conucy 
Letters to Richmond you fhall anfwerc it. 

Buc. Whatfayes your Highncfle to my iy$ 'demand? 
King. As I remember tfenrythe fixe 
Did prophefie that Richmond Ihould be King, 

When Richmond was a little peeuifti boy, 

A King perhaps, perhaps,’ 

Aw. My Lord. 

King. How chance the prophet could not at that time, 
Haue told me I being by, that I Ihould kill him. 

Buc. My Lord, your promife for the Earledome. 

Kmg Richmond, When laft I was at Exeter, 

The Maior in curtefie fhewed me the Caftle, 

And called it Rugemount.at which name Iftarted, 

Beciufc a Bard of Ireland told me once 
I (hould not liuelong after I faw Richmond 
Aw. My Lord. 

King. I whats a clock e ? 

Buc: I am thus bold to put your grace in mihde 
Of what you promifdeme. 

King. Well butwbatsaclocke? 

Aw. Vpon the ftrokc often. ■ 
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Exit. 



King- Well, l^t it ftrike. 

Bhc. Why ler.it (trike.? 

King. Bccaufe that like a J.ackf thou keep ft the ftrok? 

Betwixt thy Begging and m ymedi cation r 

1 am not in the gmj.ag, yain^tpday. y 

Bmc. Why then relolue me whether you will, or no?' 

Km. f ut, cut, thou trouble ft me, I am not in the vaine , Exit. 

Sue. Is iteutn'fq, rewards hce my true feruice 

With fuch dfepe rontempt, madel him King ■‘or this ? 

O let me ehiirke on H^jVi^s-qn.l be gone, ;) . ‘ ^ . ;' r 

To Breckyocke^ while my fearqfuU head is on. 

Enter Sir Francis Ttrrea. 

Tir. The ti rations and bloody tleede is done, 

7 he rpoft arch-rafts of putious maflacre, T ,»■ * ” r» 

.ji'Miow vg.ou. * ity- - { £ 'U'c. > i l H - 

Thiteuer yet this la id waS-guilty of, ^ 

“Dighton and Forrift whom I did fubboroe. 

To do this ruthfulj peecc of butchery, 

Although they were flefht y illaines,bloudy dogs , 

Melting with tendernefteand compatfibn, 

Wept like two children ini their deaths fad ftories : / ’ 

Loc thus quoth ‘Dtghton lay thefe tender babes, 

Thus,thus quoth ForreJ} giraling one another 
Within their inecent alablafter arriies, 

Their lipes like foure red Rofts on a ftalke, ^ . 

When in there fommer beauty kifbeach other,; . 

A booke of prayer one their pillow laie, 
which once quoth Forrefl almoft chang’d my mind 
But O the Diuell / there the villian ftopt, 

WhilftZ)/g-(bw» thus told, on,yve fmoothered 
The mott lepleniftif fvfcqc workc of nafure 
That from the prime Creation euer he framde, 

They could not fpeake,and fol left them both, 

To bring thefe tidings to the bloody King, 

Enter King Richard- 

And heare he comes. All haile my foueraigne Liege. 

1 {ing. Kind Tirrell, and I happy in thy newes ? 

Tir. If to' haue done the thing you gaue in charge 
Beget your hapyneffe,bee happy then, 

For It is done my Lord. 
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Kim* But didft thou fee them dead ? 

7’/r.Idid my I.brd. 

King. AndbUried gentle TtrriU> ^ , 

Tir. The Chaplaine ofche tower hath buried them ; 

Jut how or in what placd I doe hot know. 

Kmc. Come to mcc TtfrtR loone after (upper;, , 

And thou (halt tell the proddftbftheir death, 1 1 ' ~ 

Meane time but thinke howl may 'do thee good; ■ : 

.And be inheritor of thy defire. Exit Thrill* 

Farewell till foone. 

Thefonneof ^whaiieTpeodvpclofe, 

His daughter meancly haue I raatcht in mairiage, 

The fbnne* of Edward fleepe in ^/ihrahams bdfonse. 

And e^»#emy wife hath bid the world goodnight: 

Now for I know the Brittaine Richmond aimes 
jtndyong Elizabeth my brbthers daughter, ■■ . , . 

jdnd by that knot lookes proudly ote the Growne, ‘ 

To her I goe a iolly thriuing wooer. Enter £ atttbji 

Cur. My Lord. 

Kwg. Good newes or bad, that thou conieft fo bluntly ? 

£m. Bad newes my Lord .Ely is fled to Richmond , 

And Buckingham bzekt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the field, andftiilhis power encreafeth, 

King Ely with ‘Richmond troubles me more neare 
Then Buckingham and his rafli leueld army : 

Come I haue heard that fearcfull commenting, 

Is leaden feruitor to dull delay , 

Delay leades impotent and fnaile-pac’6 teggery. 

Then fiery expedition be my wings, 

Ioue, rjtrfercury, and Herald for a King : 

Come mufter men, my counfaile is my fhicld. 

We muft be briefe,when traytors braiie the field. ExMnt. - • 
Safer Queerte UHargretfo/at f if! l 

Qh, Mar. So now profperity begins to mellow, 

And drop into the rotten mouth of dcath : - 

Here in thefe confines fllie haue I iurkt. 

To watch ihc whining of mine 3duct fades t 
A dire indu&ion am 1 witileffe too, 

And vvillto France, hoping the confeqUeuce 

I?, Will 






1* 



m 



mi 



pi 

4i 1 






^1 



JEji 






WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III (STC 22320) LONDON, 1629 THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G e.io) OctaVO 



Wil! prooue as bitter, blacke au4 tragical!, 

Withdraw thee wretched Cftiargret^ia comes beerc/' 
Enter ike Queenc ,and the Dutch;! of Xe'rke. 

Qt*. Ah my yo Jg Princes, ah my tender babes. 

My vnblowne flower, new appearing iwcets, 

If yet your gentle foules fliein cbp a ire, 

-^nd be not fixt in dooxne perpetual!, 

Houer aboue me with your airie Wiirgs, 

-^ndheare your mothers lamentations. 

Q?*- Mar. Houer about her, fay that right for right, 
Hath dime) your infant mostly, to ag^d night. 

Wilt ch§u OGod fye from luch gentle Iarnbes, 
And throw them m cheuurailcsofthe Wolfe.* 

When didfl thou (taps when fuch a deed was done ? 
Qu,Mar. When holy Mary died, _ and my fweetefon. 
fDut. Blinde (ighefoead life, poqrp niortallliuing Gho(i ; 
W oes feeane, world s flume, graces, due by life yfurpe, 
Rc(i their, vnrefl on England^ lavyfull earth, 

Vnlawfull made d.unke with innocents blood. 

Q*. O that thou wouldft as well afford a graue, 

A% thou caaft yceld a melancholly feat, 

71160 would I hide my bones, not reft them hccrc : 

O who hath any caufe to moume but I ? 

Dut. So many tniferies haue craz’d my voyce 
That my woe-weried tongue is mute and dumbe, 
Edward plantageact, why art thou dead ? 

Qjt>Mar. Ifancient forrow bemoft reuerenr, 

Giue mine the benefit of figniorie, 

And let my woes ff owne on the vpper hand, 

If forrow can admit fociety, 

Tell oucr your woes againe by vewing mine : 
lhadan Edward till a Richard kild him. 

I had a Ricbard,t\\\o Richard\t\\\ him. 

Tlhou ha Jftan £if»u>\f,till a RJchtrd kild him, 

Thou had/% a Richard, till a 'Richard kild him. 

D tt. I had a Richard too,ind thou didft kill him t 
I hid a Ratlavdt on, and thou holpli to kill him : 

Qy ^ "■* f 11 JLI hadd a farsKce too, till Richard ki!d hi: 
From for .h the keanell of 4:hy wombe hath crept. 




■ j 

A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death, 

That Dogge that had his teeth before his eyes 
To worry Iarnbes, and lap their gentle bloods 
Thatfoulc defacer of God* handy worke, 

Thy wombe let loofe to chafe vs to our graues, 

0 vpright, iufl, an, true difpofing God, 
Howdolthaukethee.for thiscarnall curre 
Preyesonthciffucof his mothers body, 

^ndmake herpue-fellow with others mone. 

Dut. O, Harries wife, triumph not in my woes, 

God vvitneffe with me 1 haue wept for thee. 

Qu,Mar. Beare w ith me I am hungry for reuenge, 
tsfnd now I cloie me with beholding it : 

Thy Edward he is dead,that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward , 

Yong Torke , he is butboote,bccaufe both they 
M-teh net the high perfection of my loflc .* 

Thy Clater.cebcn dcad,thatkild my Edward, 

And the beholders of this cragicke play, 

The adulterate Hafitngs , Ritters, Hough ah. Gray 
Vntimely fmochered in their duskie graues, 

Richard \ et liucs.heli blacke intelligencer, 

Oncly teferued their fajlor to buy foules, 

^ndfend them thither, but at hand, 

Enfues his pitceous, and vnpittied end, 

Earth gapes, hell burnes, fiends roare, Saints pray, , 

T o haue hum fuddenly conueyed away. 

Cancell his bonds oflifedcareGod I pray, 

That I may liue to fay the Dog is dead. 

Qa.O thou didfl prophefie the time would eom e 
That I fliould with for thee to helpe me curffe 
That botteld fpider, that foule hunch, backt toad. 

Qu Mar. I call thee then vame flourifb of my fortune, 

1 call thee then poore fhaddow painted Qucene, 

The prefentacion of but what I was, 

The flattering index of a direful! pageant. 

One heau’d a higheobc hurled downe below, 

A mother onely,mockt with two fweci babes, 

A dream e of which thou were , a breath, a bubble, 

l 3 A figae 
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A iuine of dignity, a garifli flagged f * ' 

To bee the ainrsc ofeirety dangeroniiflid:,- 

^ Quecnc in ieafi, cnc!y to fill r {le fceanc • 

Wnere is thy hnsbahd now, where be thy brothers ? 

Wnere be thy children, wherein doeft thou ioy ? 

W ho fues to me and cries God/auc the Qiicene ? 

Where be the bending Peercs chat flattered thee ? A 

where be the thronging troupes that followed thee 

Decline all this and fee what now thou arc. 

For happy wife,amoft diflrcffed widdow : 

For ioy fall mother one that wailcs the name.- 
For Qyeene, a uery Catife crown’d with care : 

For one being fued too, one that humble fues : 

For one commanding all ^obeyed of none : 

For one that fco'rnd at me, nowfcorn’dofme* 

Thus hath the courfe ofiuffice wheel’d about, 

^nd left me but a very prey to time, 

PJauing no mere, but thought of what thou arc, 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art : 

Thou didfl: vfurpe my place, and doeft thou not 
Viurpe the iufl proportion of my furrow ? 

.Now thy proud necke^careshalfemy burthened yoke. 
From which, eucn hcere, I flip my wearied necke, 

-/^nd Icauc the buichen of it all on thee : 

Farewell Ycrkcs wife, and Queeneoffadmifchance, 

J befe Enghfh woes will make me fmilc in France, 

Qh'O thou well skild in curfes flay a while, 
aAni teach me how to curfe mine enemyes* 

Q»,Mar. Forbeare to fleepe theuight, and fafi the day. 
Compare deaths happinefle with liuing woe, 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer cben they were. 

And hethat (lew them fowlertheri he is s 
Bcttnng thy lofle make the bad caufer vvorfe, 

Revoluing tnis will teach thee how to curfe. 

Ok* My words are dull, O cjuickenthern with thine, 
Qtf.M.Tny woes will make them fharp & pierce like mine. 
JJut. Why fhould calamity be full ofwords? Exit 
Qu. Windie atturnics royour clients woes, 

Aicry fuccecders of inteflate ioyes, 

Poore 
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of Richard the T bird. \ 

pofie breathing orators of hiifciies. 

Let them haue fcope, though what they doc impart 
Helpe not all, yet not doe they eafe thejiarr. 

Dut,i£(o, then be not tong-tide, goc with me, 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets fmoo her 
My damned fonne, which thy roo formes (mother'd 
I hcarc his dram,l>e copious in cxdaimes , 

Enter King %ich*rd marching with drummer 
and trumpets. 

King. Who intercepts my expedition ? 

Dot. A fHe, that might haue intercepted thee. 

By flranghng thee in her accurfed wombe, 

From all the (laughters wretch, that thou haft done. 

Qu. Had’ft thou that forehead with a golden erowne, 
Where fhsuld be grauen, if that right were right, 

The (laughter of th$ Prince that owde that erowne, 

And the dire death ot my two (bnnes, and brothers; 

Tell me thou villains (lauc, where are my children ? 

But , 7liou tode,thou tode, where is thy brother Clarenc ? 
And fntle Ned PlantJgenet^his fonne f 
Qji Where iskind Hafitngs, Riuers yaughan,Gray, 

Ktng. A flourifh trumpets, (hike alarum drummes. 

Let not the heauens hearc thefc tell-taile women 
Raileoneihe Lord anointed. Srike I fay. 7 he trumepts 
Either be patient and increat me faire, founds. 

Or withtheciamoious reports of warre. 

Thus will I drowne your exclamations* 

Dut. arttheumy fonne? 

King. I, I thanke God, my Father and your felfc. 
■Dar.Then patiently hcare my impatience. 

King. Madam I haue a touch of yourcond.tion, 

Which cannot brooke the accent of reproofe. 

But. I wijl be milde and gentle in my fpeech. 

King, and briefe good mother for I am in haft. 

But. art thou fo haftie I haue (laid for thee, 



Godknowes inanguifh,^paine and agonie* 

King, and came I not at laft to comfort you ? 
But. No by the holy roode thou know ft it well. 
Thou camft on earth, to make the earth my hell ; 




Tht Tr age foe 

A greeuous burthen was thy birth t® me, 

Tecchicand vva'ward was thy infancy, 

• Thy (choolc-daics frightful!, defperate, wild and furious * 
Thy age confirmde, proud fiibtile.bloudie treeberous, 
What comfortable hourccanft thou name. 

That cue r grace me in thy company f 
lG#£.Faich none but Humphrey houre.thatcald your grace 
To breakefaft once forth of mycompany: 

If it be Co grarious in your fight, 

Let me march on 3nd not offend- your grace. 

Dut O heare me fpcake, for I fhall neuer fire thee more. 
King. Gome, come, you aretoo bitter. 

T)at. Either thou wilt die by Gods iuft ordinance 
Ere from his warre thou turne a conquerour. 

Or I with griefe and extreame age fhall perifh. 

And neuer looke vpon thy face againe : 

Therefore take with thee my moft heauy curfe. 

Which in the day of batcell tire thee more 
Then all the compleate armour that thou werft. 

My prayers on the adtierfe party fight, 

And there the little foules of Edvards children 
Whifper the fptrits of thine euemyes, 

And promife them fucceffe in viftory. 

Bloody thou art and blood y will be thy end. 

Shame ferucs thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit, 

Qu. Though farr more caufe , yet much leffe fpirit to curfe 
Abides in me, I fay amen to all. 

King. Stay Madam, I muft fpcake a word with you* 

Qu. 1 haue no more fonnes of the royall blood. 

For thee tomurther,for my daughters, Richard 
They fhall be praying nunnes,not weeping Queenes, 

^dnd therefore leuell not to hit their liues. 

King . You haue a daughter cald Elizabeth, 

Vertuous and faire, royall and gracious. 

Qu. And muft fhe die for this ?0 let herliue. 

And He corrupt her manners, ftaine her beauty. 

Slander my felfc, as falfe to Edwards bed. 

Throw ouer her the vaile of infamy. 

So file may hue vnfearde from bleeding flaughtcr 5 
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'cf Richard the T ’bird. 

I will confeffe flie was not Edwards daughter. 

J(w<r, Wrong not her birth fhee is ofroyall blood, 

QtuTo faue her life, He fay fhe is not fo. 

King. Her life is onely fafeft ip her birth. 

Qtf . And onely in that fafecy died her brothers. 

King. Loe at their births good ftarres are oppofite. 

Qu. No to there liues bad friends were coticrary. 

King. All vnauoyded is the doome of deftiny, 

Qu. True when auoyded grace makes deftany. 

My babes were deftinde to a fairer death, 

Ifgrace had bleft thee with a fairer life. 

King, Madam fo thriue I in my dangerous attempt ofhoftile 
As intend more good to you and yours, ( armes, 

Theneuer you and yours were by me wrong’d. 

Qu. What good is couered with the face of heauen, 
Tobedtfcouered that can doe me good. 

Ktng.The aduancement of your children mighty Lady, 

1 Qu. Vp to fome fcaffold, there to loofe their heads. 

King, No to the dignity and height of honor, 

The hightinperiall tipe of this earths glory. 

Qu , Flatter my forrowes with report of it. 

Tell me what flate, what dignity, what honor, 

Canft thou demife to any childe of mine. 

King. Euen all I haue, yea and my felfe and all, 

Will I endow a child of thine. 

So in the Lethe ofthy angry foule, 

Thou drowne the fad remembrance of thofc wtongs 
Which thou fuppofeft I haue done to thee. 

Qu, Be biiefc,leaft that the proceffe of thy kindneffe 
Laft longer telling then thy kindneffe doo. 

King Then know that from my foule I loue thy daughter 

Qu, My daughters mother thinkes it with her fbuFe. 

Kmg. What doe you tHinke ? 

Qu ! T nat thoudoeft loue my daughter from thy foule, 
Sofrom thy foule dtdft thou lou : her brothers. 

And from my hearts louc,Ithanke tfietf for ir, 

Krug. Be not fo bailie to confound'rr.y meshing, 

1 meane that with my foule I loue thy daughter, 

And mcanc to make her Qucene of England. 
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Say then who doeft thou meanq fiiallbe her King } 
King. Eucn he. chat makes her Queene^who fhould clfe ? 
Qu. What thou ? 

King I^uen I, what thinkc you of ic Madam l 
Qu^ How cauft thou wccher? 

King* That I. would lcarne or you. 

As one that were beft aqaainted with her humor, 

Qu. And wilt thoulearne of me? 

King. Madam with all my heart, 

Qu. Send to her by the man that flew her brothers 
A paire of bleeding hearts v thereon ingrauc, 

Edward and Torke, then happily fhe will wcepe, 

Therefore prcfcnteo her, as fometimes Market 

Did to thy Father^ handkercheffefteept in Rutland* blood, 

And bid her drie her weeping eyes therewith, 

If this inducement force her not to louc. 

Send her a ftory of thy noble a 9ts s 

Tell her thou mad'ft away her vnckle Clarence* 

Her Vnde yea, and for her fake 

Madeft quickc conueiance with her good Aunt Anne* 
King. Come, come, ye mocke me, this is not the way 
To winne your daughter. 

Qu* There is no other way, 

Vnleffc thou couldff put on feme other fmpe. 

And not be Richard that hath dene all this. 

King. Inferre faire England* peace by his alliance. 

Qu. Which Hie (hall purchacewith ftill lading warre. 
King. Say that the King which may command intreats, 
Qu } That at her hands which the Kings king forbid. 
King. Say fhe fhall be a high and mighty Queene. 

Qu, To waile the title as her mother doth. 

King . Say I will louehereuerlaftingly. 
j^.but how long fhall that title eucr Iaft ? 

King. Sweetly inforce vnto her faire liuesend, 

Qu* But how long fairely fhall that title laft ? 

King. So long as hcauen and nature lengthens ic. 

Qu. So long as hell and Richard likes of it. 

King . Say I hcrfoueraigHeamher fubie&loue. 

Qu. But flic your fubiedt loths fuch foueraingtie. 
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— — — '&f Richa rd the T5tF% 

Kin?. Be eloquent in my bchalfe to her. 

QuTft n honeft tale fpccds beft being plainely tould. 

Kw?. T hen in plairie cearmcs tell her my louing tale. 
£«.PIain® and not Honeft is to harfli a ft lie, 

X»»g, Madam your reafons are too (hallow and to qukktf 
1 Qy, O no my reafons are to deepe and dead : 

Too deepe and dead podre infants in there graue, 

Harpe on it ftill Ihall I, till beart-ftrings breake, 

King, Now by my George 5 my Garter, and my Crowuc* 
Qu. Prophain djdilhounof'd, and the third vferped, 

King. I {were by nothing, 

Qu, By nothing for this is no oath, 

The George prophain d,hath loft his holy honour : 

The Garter blemiflit, pawn’d his Knightly venue .* 

The Crowne vfurpt difgtac’t his Kingly dignity. 

If nothing thou wiltfweretobe beleeued, 

S wearc then by fomething that thou haft net wrong’d. 
King. Now, by the world s 
Qu, Tis full of thy toule wrongs : 

King , My Fathers death : 

Qu. Thy felfe hath that dishonor'd. 

King, Then by my felfe. 

Ou, Thy felfe, thy felfe mifufeft : 

King, W iiy then by God : 

On. Gods wrong ismoft ©fall: 

Ifthou nadft fear’d, to breake an oath by him. 

The vnity the King thy brother made, 

Had not beenc broken, nor my brother flaine. 

Ifthou hadft feard to breake an oth by him. 

The Imperial! mettall circling now thy brow, 

Had grac’t the tender tcmbles of my child. 

And both thePrinceshad becncbrcatbingherc, 1 
Which now two tender play-fellowc for duft, 

Thy broken faith hath made a prey for wormes. 

King. By thtf time to come. 

Qu. That thou haft wrong’d in timeorepaft. 

For Imy fclfehaue many teares to wafta 
Hereafter time for time, by the paft wrong’d. 

The children Jiue, whofe parents 1 hou haft fl« lightered. 



Vngouernd youth, to waile it with her agej 
The parents Hue whole children thou halt butchered. 
Old wichrcd plants to waile it with their age : 
Sweare not by time to come for that thou haft 
Mifuled, ere vied, by time nnifufed orepaft. 

King. As I emend to profper and repeat, 

So thriue I in my dangerous attempt 
Ot hoftile armes, my feife,my fclfe confound. 

Day yeeid me not day light, nor night thy reft, 

Be ©ppofitc all planets of good lucke 
To my proceedings, it with pure hearts loue, 
Itnmaculated deuotion, hoiy thoughts, 

I render not chy beauteous princely daughter, 

In her confifts tny happineffe and thine. 

Without her follow es to mis land and me, 

To thee her felfeand manyaChriftian foule. 

Sad delolatc ruine and decay, 

It cannot be auoided bu t by this ; 

It will not be aouided but by this : 

Therefore good Mother ( I inuft call you To) 

Be the atturney of my loue to her. 

Plead what I will be, not what I hauc btene, 

Not by deferts, but what Twill d'efetue .* 

Vrgc chcneceflitie and Rate of times, 

And be not peeuifh fond in deepe defignes. 

Qu. Shall I be tempted ofchediudl thus; 

Kivg.lt if the Diueil tempt thee to doe good, 

Qf*. ihall I forget my fclfe to bee my fclfe ? 

Ktpg' I,ifyour felues remembrance wroug your ieife. 
J2». But thou didli kill my Children. 

Kmg. but in your daughters wombe He bury them. 
Wherein chat neft of Tpicery there fhall breed, 

Sclfes ofchemlelues to your rccomfiture, 

Qj * • Shall I goc win my daughter to thy will ? 

King. And be a happie mother in the deed. 

Q*. I goe, writ to me very fhortly. 

King. Beare her my true loucs kiflfe : farewell 



Bxh,Q» 

v, a o Enter KM 

Km, My gracious (oiieraigaa one the Wefteraccoaft, 



Relenting foole aid 111 allow changing woman^ 



^ "" 

Rideth apuiflantNaute ;To the fhorc, 

Throng many doubtfull hollovv-harted friends, 

Vnarm’d and vnrefolu’d to beatc them backc .• 

Tis thought that Tgtobwond is their Admiralb 
And there they hull cxpe&jng but the aide, 

0\ Buckingham, to welcome them a fhore, 

Kiugt Some lighj-focu friend poft to the D,®f Norfolk*. 
Ratcufft thy (elte,i)r Catssby i where is he? 

Cat, Hecte my Lord. 

IOvg. Flic to the Duke : poft thou to Salisbury, 

When thou Cornell there, dull vnmindfull villaine 
Why (lands rhou tf ill, and goeft not to the Duke ? 

Cat. Firft mightie foueraigne let me know your mind, 

What from your grace I fhall deliuer him. 

King, O true good Cate shy, bid him leuie ft raighc, 
Thegreatcft ftrength and power he can make. 

And mecte me prclently it Salts bury. 
jJa/.What is your high nefle pleafure I fhal do at Salisbury ? 
King. Why,v\ hat ihouldft thou doe there befoie I goe ? 
Rat. Your Higbneffe told me I fliould poft before.^ 

K>vg.l My minde is chang’d fir, my minde is chang’d : 

How now what newes with you; ; nter Darby, 

T>ar. None good my Lord to plcafe you with hearing, 
Nor none fo bad but ic may well be told. 

King. Hoidaie a riddle neither good nor bad .* 

Why docli'thou r'unne lo many miles about, 

When then maieft tell thy tile a neerer way, 

©net store whatnewes; 
kDar. Richmond is one the feas. 

King. There let him firike, and be the Teas on him, 

White liuered runagate what doth he there; 
kDar. I know not mightie foueraigne but by guefle 
King. Well fir, as you gueffe, 

*Dar Smrdvpby D or fet Buckingham, and Ely , 

He makes for England , there to claime the crowne. 

Kmg. Is the Cltaire empty?Is the (word vnfwaid ? 
IscheKing dead? the Empire vnpoffeft? 

What heire of Yorks is there aliuc but we ? 

but great Yor\*s heire ? 

K 3 Then 



And who is J Znglands King, 
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The 7 Ydgidie 






1 



Then tell trw what doth he vpon tho/ca ? 

Dar. ynlefl'e for that rny Lcige I cannot gue/Te. 
King. VnlcUe ror that he comes to be your Liege, 



T cu cannot gudle wherefore the Welchmen conies 



Thou wilt rcuolc and fiie to him I fcarc. 

Dar. No mighty Liege, therefore miftrtvft me not. 

King. Whercis thy power now to beat him backe ? 
Where are thy tenants and thy followers ? 

Are they not now vpon the wefterne /bore. 

Safe conducing the rebels from their /hips, 

Dar, No my good Lord my friends are in the North, 
King. Cold friends to RJchard, what do they in the North? 
When they lhould /erue their fo ueraigne in the Weft. 

Dar, They hauc not beetle commanded mighty foueraigne, 
Pleafc it your Maiefty to giuc me leauc. 

He muftcc vp my friends and meete your grace. 

Where and what time your maiefty /hall plea/e ? 

King. 1 , 1 , thou wouldft begone toioyue with Richmond, 

I will Hot truft you fir, 

Dar. Moft mighty foueraigne 
Tou haue no caufe to hold my friend/hip doubtful!, 

I neuer was nor neucr will be fa!/e. 

King. Wclljgo mufter menjbuc heate youjeaue behind 
Tour fon Cjcorge Stanley, looke your faith be fermc : 

Or el/e his heads afliirance is but frailc. 

Dar . So dcale with, him, as I proue true to you. Exit, 
Enter a Mejfenger. 

UWef.My gracious foueraigne, how in Deuonfbtre, 

As I by friends am well advertifed. 

Sir William Courtney, and the haughtie Prelate, 

Bi/hop of Exeter, his brother there. 

With many more confederates areinarmes. 

Enter another Mejfenger, 

Mef. My Leige in Kent the g ml fords are in armes. 

And euery home more competitors 

Flockcto their aide, and ftill there power increafeth, 

' Enter anot her Mejfenger, 

Mef. My Lord the army of the Dulse of Buckingham. 

HefifUkgskm, 

m — : ^ £* 
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i 1 aj ktcharcuwe THra. 

Kirg.Out on ye Owles , nothing but fo tigs of death, 
TaU that vntiic you bring mee better newes. > 

CMej, Your grace miftakes, the r.cwes I bring is good. 
My ne v. es is, that by fuddtn flood and fall of waters, 

Jfe Duke of Buckinghams army is difgetft and fcattaed. 
t ne he himfe’.fe fled no man knowes whither. 

Kmg O I cry you mercy 1 did miftake, 

Ratctfe re ward him for the blow 1 gaue him* 

Hathai.y welladui/ed friend giuen out, 

Rew ards tor him that brings in Buckingham } 

Mef Such Proclamation hath beene made my Liege, 

< Enter another Mejfenger. 

Mef Sir Thomas Lcuell, and Lord marques Dorfet, 

Tis /aid my Liege are vp in armes. 

Yet this good comfort bring I to your grace, 
TheBrittaineNauieisdirpertt, Richmond in Dorfet Jttire, 
Sent out a boat to aske them one the /hole. 

If they were bis a Aidants, yea, or no: 

Who anfwered him they came from Buckingham 
Vpon his pats ic •• he miflrufting them, 

Hoift faile, and made away for Btittaine. 

King. March on, march on fince we are vp in armes. 

Ifnot to fight with forraine enemyes, 

Tetto beat downe fne/e rebels here at home,. 

Enter Catesby. 

Cat. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 

Tliats the heft newts, that the Eareof Richmond 
Is with a m.ghtie power landed at" (JMtlford, 

Is colder newes,yet they muft be told. 

Kmg. Away towards Salisbury, while we reafonherc, 
A royall battcll might bee wonne and loft. 

Some one take order Buckingham, be brought 
To Salisbury, the reft march on with me. 

Enter D at by, Sir fhrijlopher. 

Dar. Sir Cbnftopher, tell Richmond this from me. 

That in the ftie of this moft bloody bore, 

My fon George is franckt vp in hold, 

Iflreuolt off goes yong George/ head, 

Thefeareof that 9 vvith-helvis my prefent a : dc. 




The Tt'ngethi ’ ~ 

Butte’l me, where is princely Richmond r sow ? 

C bru KiPe/tjbrooke, or at Hertford weft in Wales, 

Dar. Whatman of name refort to him ? 

Cirri. Sir welter Herbert, % renowned fouldicF, 

Sir Gilbert Talbot, fir WtlUam Stanley, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembrookpfit lames Blunt , 

Pice ap 'Thomas, with a valiant crew, 

With many more of noble fame and worth. 

And cowards London they doe bend their courfe, 

It by the way they be not fought wichall. 

Dar Returns vnto my Lord,commendme to him 
Tell him, die Queene hath hartilie contented 
He ftiall efpoufe Eltmbsth her daughter, 

Thtle Letters will refolue him of my mind, 

Farewell* Exeunt. 

Enter Buckingham to execution. 

Bttc. Wi’l not King Richard let me fpeake with him ? 
Rat, No my Lord, therefore be patient. 

Buc Hajfings, and Edwards children, Raters, Gray, 
Holie King Henry, an d thy faire fonne Edward. 

Z> aughiu, and all that haue mitcarried. 

By vndethand corrupted, foule iniuftice. 

If chat your moodiedifeontented foules, 

Do through the cloudes behold thisprefent houre, 

Euen for reuengctmocke my deftru&ion : 

This is Alt-foules day fcilowes, is it not ? 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

Buc Why then all- foules, daie is my bodies Doomefday 
T his is the day that in King Edwards time 
I wifht might fall one me when I was found 
Falf: to his children, or his wiues allies : 

This is the day where in I wifht to fall. 

By the falle faith of him I trufted raoft : 

This is all- foules day, to my fearefull foule, 

Is the determined, defpite ©f my wronges 
That high ali-fecr that I dallied with, 

Hath turnd my fained prai-r one my head, 

And giuen in earneft what I begd in ieaft, 

Thus doth he force the fyvord of wicked men 



cj Richard the Tbbrl. 

To turns their points on their tnaifters bofome 
Now Margrets curfeis fallen vpon my head. 

When he quoth The, ftiall fplit thy heart with forrow, 
Remember Margret was a propheteffe. 

Come firs,conuey me to the blocke of ftiame. 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 

Enter Richmond with drtmes and trumpets. 

Rich. Fellowes in arraes, and my moft leuing friends, 
Bruif d vuderneath the yoake of tyrannic. 

Thus farre into the bowels of the land, 

Haue we marcht on without impediment ; 

And heere recciue we from our father Stanley, 

Lines of faire comfort, and encouragement. 

The wretched, bloody, and vfurping boare. 

That Ipoil’d your fommer- field, and fruitfull vines, 

S wils your warme blood like wafh,and makes his trough. 
In your imboweld bofome, this foule fwine 
Lies now euen in the center of this Ifle, 

Neere to the towne of Leictfler as we learne .* 

From Tamworth thither, is but onedaies march, 

In Gods name cheare on, couragious friends. 

To reape the harueft of perpetuall peace. 

By this one bloudie triall offharpe warre. 

I Lor. E uery mans confcience is a tboufand fwords 
To fitc againft that bloudie homicide. 

a Lor. I doubt not but his friends will flie to vs. 

3 Lor. He hath no friend* but who are friends for feare, 
Which inhis greateft need will flirinke from him. 

Rich, all for our aduancage, then in Gods name march, 
T rue hope is fwift, and flics wich fwallowcs wings, 

Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures Kings. 

Enter Kang Richard, ‘ISfr. Ratcliffs , Gatesby,with ethers . 

King. Heere pitch our -ceritc^feuen here in Bo fiver th field 
Why how now Catisby, why i oak-eft t hou fo fad ? 

Cat. My heart is tenhimes fighter *then my lookes. 

King. Norfclke.CQttisUitkair : ' - 

'‘tgorfdke , wc mu ft haue knockes iui.-inuft we not ? 

iVw.We-HHi.ft bipth giue and take, my gracious Lord. 

Ktng.'V p ymb my tern, htcre villl'lye to night, 

„ — m 
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The Tr.tgedie ' 

But where to morrow ? well all is one for that * 

Who hath deferied the number of the foe ; 

N or ’ Six orfeuen thoufand is their greateft number. 
King. Why.ourbactalhn trebles chat account, 

Bcfidcs that a Kings name is a tower of ftrength. 

Which they vponthe aduers party want: 

Vp with my tent there valiant Gentlemen, 
let vs futuey the vantage of the field. 

Call for fome men of found dircflton. 

Lets want no difcipline,make no delay. 

For Lords, co morrow is a bufie day, Exemt. 

Enter Richmtnd with the Lords. 

Rich. The weary Sunne bath made a golden feat. 

And by the brighc tracke of his fiery Carre, 

Giues fignail of a goodly day to morrow , 

Where is Sir Withum Brandon, he fhail beare my ftanderd, 
The Eatlc of Fembrooko kcepe his regiment. 

Good Captaine Blunt Jbem my good night to him, 

And by the fecond houre in the morning, 

Dcfire the Earle t© fee mein myTent. 

Yet one thing more, good Blunt before chougoeft, 

Where is Lord Stanley quarterd, doeft thou know ? 

Blrnt. VnlesI haue miftaine his colouts much, 

Which well I am aflur’d I haue not done. 

Hfc regiment lieth balfe a mile at leaft. 

South from the mighty power of the King, 

$ Rich. If without perill icbepofliblc, 

Good Captaine Blunt beare my good night to him 
And giuehim from me this moft needfull fcrowle. ' 

Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord, He vendrtake it. 

Rich. Farewell Good Blunt. 

Giuemefomelnkeand paper in my tent. 

He draw the forme and modleof our battel!. 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge. 

And part in iuft proportion our final! ftrength • 

Come Jet vs ccnfult vpon to morrowes bufineffe. 

Into our tent, the aire is raw and cold. 

Enter Kmg Richard ) Nor.%atchfe ) ( ntesbji 
King. What is a ciocke / 






oj Richard We fhtr d a 

Cat. It is fix ofthe clocke fullfupper time. . 

Kino. I will not fup to night, giue me fome Inke aad paper, 
What is my Beauer eafier then it was ? 

And all my armour laid into my tent. 

Cat It is my Leige,and all things are in readmefle, 

J Cine. Good Norfolk f *»e lhee r ° th y ch “S c » 
yfc carefull watch, chufetrufticCentinelL 
'Nor. I gee my Lord. 

j<WStur with the Larke to morrow gentle Norfolk. f» 

Nor. I warrant you my Lord. 

King. Catesby. 

R<ir, My Lord. 

Kino. Send out a Purfeuant at armes 
To Stanleys regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before Sua-rifing, leaft hisfonne George fall 
Into the blind caue of eternall night, 

Fill me aboulc of wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Lookc that my ftaues be found and not tooheauy Katehffe. 

Ki^slvveft thou the melancholy I . Northumberland ? 
R*f. 'Thomas the Earle of Surrey, and himlelfe. 

Much like Coekfhut timc,ftom troupe to troupe 
Went through the army cheiing vp the fouldiers. 

King, fo I am fatisfied, giue me a bouleofwmc, 

I haue not that alacrity of fpirit, 

Nor deare of mind that I was wont to haue : 

Set it downe , is Inke and paper ready ? 

R<jr, It is my Lord. 

King. Bid my guard watch, leauc me, 

RatclifFe about the midft of night come to my tent 
And helpe to arme me , Icaue me I fay. Ex* Rat. 

Enter Darby to Richmond tn bis tent, 

Dar. Fortune and viftory fit one thy helme. 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night can aford, 

Be to thy peribn, noble father in laws. 

Till me how fares our noble motner? _ 

Dar. I by atturncy blcffe thee from thy motner, 

Who pr'ayes continually for Richmonds good 



L a 



So 
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TRFTrXgFdit — 

So much for t ut i the file n t h ' u res ft c a Ic on 
A flaki'e darkctkfft breakes w ithin the Es ft '* 

In briefe , for fo the feafon bids vs be : * 

Prepare thy battell early in the morning, 

And put my fortune to the arbrt'crthenf * 

Of blotidy ftrokes and diortali ftaririg watre 3 
I as I may that which I would I caiinot, 3 
With beft aduantage will deceiue the time, 

And aide thee in this doubtfdl fhocke ofarmes : 

But one thy fide I may not betooforward, 

Leaft being fenethy tender brother George* 

Be executed in his fathers fight. 

Farewell, the leafure and the fearcfull time; 

Cuts eff the ceremonious Vo’we's of foue. 

And ample enterchfoge of fweetfe difomhle. 

Which fo long fundred friendifhould dwell vooti 
Cod giue leilure of thefe rights ofkme, * * 

Once more adiew be valiant and fpeede well. 

Rich. Good Lords condu& him to bis regiments 
lie ftriue with troubled thoughts to take a nap 
Leaft leaden fliimber peife aiedownc to morrow. 

When I ftiould mount with wings ofrt&ory . 

Once more good night kind Lords & gentile men. Exmu 
U thou whole captaine I account my felfe, 

Looke one my force w it lr thy gracious eyes- 
Put in there hands thy brufing Irons of width. 

That they may crufti downe with heauy fall, 

•-he' vfurping helmet of onr aduerfaries. 

Make vs thy minifters ofchafticeinent: 

That we may pratfethce in the victory. 

To thee I doe commend my watchfull foule. 

Ere I let fall the windowes of mine eyes. 

Sleeping and waking, oh, defend me ftill. 

Enter thighs ft. of prince Ed.fon to Henry the ftxt 
Ghofi t 0 K-R./C. Let me fit heauy on thy foule to morrow 
Imnkchowthoaftabftmeinmy prime of youth 5 

At Tev>\esbury ; difpaire and die. 

To Rich, Be cheerefuil Richmond, for the wronged foule* 



of Richard we. Third. 

O f butchered Princes fight in thy bebalfo, 

Kme Henries ifl’ue Richmond comforts thee. 

Enter the Gboft of Henry the fixt, 
qo/ftoK.Ric/'Khen 1 was mortal! my annointedbody. 

By thee was punched full of holes. 

Think ton the T ower, and me : difpaire and die, 

Harris the fixt bids thee difpaire and die, 

To Rich. Vertuous and holy be thou conqueror, 
jjarrte that Prophcfied thou fhouldft be King, 

Doth comfort thee in thy fleepe, line and floutifh. 

Enter the Gkoft t tf Clarence . 

Gboft. Let me fit heanyone thy foule tomorrow, 

I that was wafht to death witbfullfemc wine, 

Poore Clarence by thy guile betrayd to death: 

To morrow in the battell thinke on me. 

And fall thy cdgekffe fword,-difpaireand die. 

To Rich. Thou off-fpring of the houfe of Laneafer, 

The wronged heircs of Torke d© pray for thee, 

Good Angels guard thy battell, iiue and flourifh. 

Enter ihegbofts of Ritters ^Gray^Taughan, 

Pits. Let me fit heauy one thy foule to morrow, 
Riuersj&at died at Pomfmfttofyaxtwd die. _ ' 

(fray. Thinke vpon Grayp,x\d\ct thy-foule difpaire* 

Faugh. Thinke vpon Vaughan pad withguiity feaic 
Let fall thy launce, difpaire anddie. 

All to Rich. Awake and thinke our wrongs ia Rich, bofome. 
Will conquer himyawake and win the day. 

Enter the ghoft of L .Hafitngs. 

Ghojl. Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake, 

And in a bloody battell end thy dayes, 

Thinke on Lord Hajhngs difpaire and die. 

To Rich , Quiet vatroubled foule, awake, awake, 

Arme, fight and conquer for faire Engiands fake. 

Enter the Ghofi of two yong Princes 
(jhoft. Dreame on thy coufens fmothered in the tower 
Let vs be layd with lathy bofome Richard, 

And Weigh thee downs to mine ftiame and death. 

Thy Nephewes foulesbid *hee difpaire and die . 

To2\J.Sleepe Richmond fleepe in peace, and wake in ioy. 



L 3 



Good 
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Good Angels guard the. fr.ro the Boarcs annoy. 
Liueand beget a happy race of Kings.* 

Edwards unhappy fonues do bid thee flourifli. 

Enter the ghofi of Otseene Anne his wife. 
Richard, Thy wife that wretched Asm thy wife. 
That neuer flept a quiet houre with thee, > 

Now fils thy fleepe with perturbations, 

T o morrow in the battaile thinke one me. 

And fall thy cdgelcfTefvvord, defpaire and die. 
ToRich. Thou quictfoulc.fleepethou aquietfleeoe 
Dreame of fucceffe and happy victory, ‘ 

Thy aductfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

TL£n A liter the ghofi of Buckingham, 

fhc hrit was I that helpt thee to the Crowne 
The lafl was I that felt the tyrany, * 

O in the battel] thinke on Buckingham t 
And die in terror of thy guiltineffe ? 

Dreame on,drcaroeon,of bloudie deeds and death 
Fainting difpaire.difpairing yeeldthy breath. * 

J ° 1 , died hope ere I could lend thee aid 

But chearc thy heart, and be thou not difinaid * 
God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Richard fals in height of all his pride. 

K. Richard farted out of a dreame. 

KRteh. Giue tne anotnrr horfe,bind vp mv wounds r 
Hauc mercy Ielu : foft I did but dreame. Y 

0 coward confcience.how doeft thou afflici: me ? 

1 he lights burne blew, it is not dead* midnight: 

Cold fearefull drops (land on my tremblin® flefh 
What doe I feare my felfe? theres none elfiTby 
Richard loues Richard, that is I am I ** 

Is there a murthcrer here, No. yes I am 
Ihenflie, what from my felfePgreat reafon why, 

Leaft I reuenge. WhatPmy felfe vpon my felfe; 

Alacke T loue my felfe, wherefore ? for any good 
* fi at my leiie hath done vnto my felfe : 



0 no : alas I rather hate my felfe. 

For hatcfull deeds committed by my felfe : 

1 am a viliaine,yet I lye. I am not. 

Foole of thy felte fpeake well/oole doe not flatter. 

My confidence hath a thoufand feuerall tongues* 

And cuery tongue brings in a federal! tale. 

And cucry tale condcmncs me for a villainc ? 

Periuiy, in the higheft degree, 

Murder, (feme murder, in the dyreft degree* 

All feuerall finnes ,a!l vfde in each degree. 

Throng all to the barre,cryingall, guiltie^guittie* 

I ilialjl difpaire, there is ao creature loues me, 

And if I die, no ibule (hall pittie me : 

Arid wherefore fhould they? fincc that I my fclfcj 
Find in my lelfe.no pitty to my felfe. 

Me thought the foulcs of all that I hauc murthered 
Came to my tent, and cuery one did threat 
Tomorrowes vengeance ©n the head of Richard 
Enter Ratclijfe . 

Rat My Lord. 

Zannds } w ho is there ? 

Rat. My Lord tis I : the earely village cocke, 

Haue thrice done falutation to the moi ne. 

Your friends are vp^arrd buckle on their armour, 

Xm £ .0 Ratclrffe^l haue dreamed a fearefull dreame* ' 

What thinkft thou, will our fiiends prone all true ? 

Rat. No doubt my Lord* 

King. O Ratchjfe I feare, I feare. 

Rat. Nay good my Lord be not affraid of fliadowes* 

By the Apoftlc ^^fhadowes to night 
Haue rtrooke more ccrrour to the foule of Richard, 
i hen can the fubftance often thoufand (buldiers 
imed in proofe,and led by (hallow Richmond* 

I is not yet necre day come goe with me, 
vnder our tents lie play the e wefe-dropper, 

' o heare if any meane to fhriake from me. Exeunt* 

Enter the lords to Richmond 

Ur As. Good morrow Richmond 



_f ’ eh ‘ C *y. m ^y Lords, and watchfull gentle men, 
i na: you haue tane a tardy {laggard heere. 

L or. How haue you fops my-fcord ? 

Rich. Thefmceteft fkcp'e, and faireft boding dreames 
That euer entred in a drowfie head, 1 

Haue I fince your departure had my Lord; 

Me thought their (boles whofe body W murchered 
Cj2me to my tent and cried on vi&ory : 

I promife you my fouls is very iocund, 

Jn che remembrance of fo faire a dreame, 

How farre into the morning is it Lords ? 

Lor. Vpon the ftrokeoffoure. 

Rvb. Why then tis time to arme, and giue dire&ion. 
More then I haue faid,Iouing country-men,^ O ration n 
Thc leilure and inforcementofthetimc, (bisfottldiers. 
Forbids tod well vpou,yec remember this, 

God, and our good caufe,fighc vpon our fide. 

The prayers ofholy Saints and wronged foules 
Like high reard buiwarkes.ftaad before our faces 
Richard except, thole whom we fight againft, 5 

Had rather haue vs winne, then him they follow : 

For what is he they followPtritely gentlemen, 

A bloudie tyrant, and a homicide. 

On raifed in bloud, and one in bloud eftablilhed ; 

One that made meanes to come by that hehath 
And flaughtered thafe that were the meanes to helpc him ; 
A bace foule flone,maae precious by the ioyle r 
Oi Em viands chaire, where he isfalfly fet, 

On that hatn euer beene Gods enemy : 

Then if you fight againft Gods enemy, 

God will in iuftice ward you as his fouldiers: 

If you fweare to put a tyrant downe. 

You fleepe in peace the tyrant being flame, 

Ifyou doe fight againft y OU r countryes foes, 

Your countries fat, fliall pay y our paines ttefrm. 

It yon doe fight in fafegardof your wtues, 

\ our wiues ilia 11 welcome home the conquercurs .* 
it you doc free your children from che (word. 

Your childrens children quits it in your age; 



oj Richard^ Third. 

Then in the name of God and ail thefe rights, 

Aduance your Aandards draw your willing fwortk 
For me, the ranfome of my bold attempt. 

Shall be this cold corps on the earths could face t 
But if Ithtiue,the gaine of my attempt. 

The lead of you fhall (hare his part thereof, 

Sound drumes and trumpets boldly, and cheerefully, 

God, and Saint George, Richmond, and vi&ory. 

Enter King Richard, Rat. &e, 

Ktng, What fayd 'E^orthttmherUndz.i touching Rtcbmon&r 
Rat. That he was.neuer train’d vp in armes. 

Etna. He fayd the truth, and what faid Surrey then. 

Rat.Hc fmiled and (ayd, the better for our purpoie. 

Km. He was in the right, and fo indeed it is : 

Tell the clockeiherc The clockffiriketho 

Giu<i me a Kalender,who faw the fuiiiie to day? 
jR^f.Noc I rny Lord, * 1 

Kine. then he difdaines to fhine, for by the bookc. 

He (hould haue brau’d the Eaft an houtc agoe, 

A blacke day w’il it be to fotnc body. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. The funne will no: be feenctoday, 

The skie doth frowne and lowre vpen our army, 

I would thefe dewie teares were from the ground, 

Not fliine to day , why, what is that to me 
Mote then to Richmond ? for the felfe- fame heauen 

That frownes on me lsoke fadly vpon him. 

JE>f7t6T I^OTfolkji , . q • i 

nor. Arme,arme,my Lord, thefoe vaunts in the held. 

King. Come buftlc, buftle, caparifon my h®rle, 

Call vp Lord Stanlej,b\d mmbpng his power, 

I will lead forth my fouldicrs to the plame, 

And thus my battell fhall bee ordered. 

My fore- ward (half be drawne in length, 

Confifting.equallyofhorfe andfootc. 

Our archers (hall be playcd in the midft, , . ; A 

John Duke E*”® ° , ^ r v . \ - j r r ; 

Shall haue theleadmg of the fooce and borie, 

They thus direfted, W e yvM follow TbL_ 
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The Tragedie 

rniWMinebi^ll, whoii puiffinceoneidwIMj 
-ball b.*e well wingd with our chtefeft lorfe ? 

I his, and Saint George to b.oote, what thinkeft thou not 

/yTor.Agooddireitipti warlike loueraigne Hi- tk i. 

Thi, found I one my « ,„j, morning . 8 ’ A'®~» 

leckej ofj^prfolke^e nett to hqld, 

r . , i° r -fWM ma ft er S4 bought aud fold 
A/w£. A thing deuifed by theeuemy, 

Goc Gentlemen euery man vnto his charge 

GonlcienccTS a word tnat cowards v(e, 

D c u i f d e as .ft r ftto Jc ; epe t lie flrong in awe 

March on.ioync brauejy, lej.rs too it pell mell, 

whn! £ b frT’ then h f d in band t0 hdJ » His oration 

What/haH 1% more then I haue inford, to his 4 m, 

■Remember who you are in cope wichaij ' 

Afort ofrababonds^^arcpl^apd run-awayes, 

A feum of Bncuines, and bafe lackey pefimts. 

Whome their ore cloyed countrey vomits forth 

To deiperate aduentures and affur’d dcftru&ion 

You fleepmg fafe they bring you to vnreft . * 

You hamng lands, and bleft Vvith beautious wines. 

They would reft.-ainc the one, diflaine the other. 

And who doth lead them but apaltry fel|ow > 

Tong kept j.n Brictainc at oyr mothers coft 
A m like -fop one char neuer in his life 
Tclt fo much cold as ouer flioocsin fnow : 

T«s whip thefc ftraglers ore the leasagaine, 

Talh hence thefe ouerweening tagsofFraw, 
TWtfamilliibtggers weary of their Jiucs, 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exploit 

J w^". : ° f ™“ oc ; r 5ore ra,! had ,u "s’<f iorth*. 

it we be conquered let men conquer vs. 

And not thefc baftard Brittaines whom our fathers 
Hauein their owneland beaten, bob’d and thumpt. 

And on record left them the heire of flume. 

Shall thefee iioy our lands, lie with our wiues ? 

^.auilh our daughters, harke I hetre there drum. 



— 






^Richard the Third. 

Right Gentlemen of £*^/<«»dfight boldly yeomen, 

Draw Archers, draw you arowes to the head. 

Spur your proud horfes hard, and tide in blood. 

Amaze the welkin with yonr broken ftaues, 

What faics Lord Stanley will he bring hi*' power t 
Mtf, My Lord he doth deny to come. 

King. Off with bis foane G targes head. 

Nor. My Lord the enemy is paft the marfh. 

After th battel! let George Stanley die. 

King. A tboufand hearo are gsearwithin my bofome, 
Aduanceourftjndards, fct ypon our foes. 

Our ancient wordofeourage faire Saint George 
Infpirc vs with thefpeene of fiery Dragons, 

Vponthetn, vi&ory fits one our helpes. 

Alarum exeurfions, Enter Cattily. 

Cat. Refcew my Lord of Norfoil^e, tckevt refeew, 

The King ena&s more woudersthena man, 

Daring an eppofite to cuery danger. 

His horfe is flaine, and all one foote be fights, 

Seeking for 'Richmond in the chroatof death, 

Refcew, faire Lord, or elfc the day is loft. Enter Richard 
King. A horfe, a horfe my King dome for a hotfe. 

Cat. Withdraw my Lord,ile h.-lpcyouto a horfe* 

King. Slaue I haue fet my life vpon a cafl. 

And I will fiand rhe hazard of the die, 

I tbinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field, 

Fiue haue I flaine to day inftcad of him. 

A horfe, a horfe, my kingdome fora horfe: 

Alarum, Enter R t chard & Richmond, they fight, Richard it 
flaine then rstr ait being founded. Enter Richmond, Darby 
bearing the Crowne with other Lordt , 

Rich. God and your armc be praifed vi&orious friends, 
The day is ours the bloudie dog is dead. 

IXsr. Couragious Richmond, well haft thou acquit thee, 
Loe heerc this long vlurped royal ties, 
from the dead temples of this bloudy wretch, 

Haue I pluckt off to grace thy browes with all, 

Weare it, and make much of it. 

Rich. Great God of heanen fay Amen to all. 



i-S- 
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The Tr age die 

Buttfil me, is yong GeorggStaKley \m\ag ? 

" S my Eord,and fafein Lefter tonne. 
Whether ifit pleafe you, we may now withdraw vs, 
Kish, what men of name are flame one either fide ? 
lobn Tyube of N orfolke, Walter Lori Fcrru.fir 
Robert BrokeKb*rj,firmtli*m Branded 
Rich - .Enter cheir bodies 'as become their births, 
Proclaime a pardon to the fouldiers fled, 

1 hat in fubmilfion will returnc vs. 

And then as Awe hauc tane the Sacrament, 

We will vnite the white rofe and red. 

Smile heauen vpon this fare coniun&iori, 

That long hath frown’d vpon their enmity. 

What tray tor hcares me, and fayes not Amen? 
EngUni hath long becne mad, and fcard her felfe. 
The brother blindly fhed the brothers blood, , 

The father raflily Slaughtered his owne fonne, 

J he fonne compcld, becne butcher t® the fire. 

All this deuided Torkc and LancaRer , 

Deuided in there dire djuifion. 

O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The trUe fucceeders of each royall houfe, 

By Gods faire ordinance cohioyne together. 

And let thy heires (’God if they will be fo ) 

Enrich the time to come with fmooth-fac’t peace, 
With fmiling plenty and faire profperous dales. 

Abate the edge of traitors gracious Lord, 

That would reduce theft bloudie dayes againc, 

And make peore England, weepe in ftreames of bloud, 
Let them not line to taft this lands increafe, 

That would with treafon wound this faire lands peac* 
. low ciuell wounds arc ftopt. peace liues againe, 
That Ihe may leugliueheare, God fay Amen. 

EflhffS. 
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